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OST of the following Poems, were 
written for the Amuſement of the 
An and three or four ſelect 
Friends; and, tho ſome of them have been 


before Painted, only a few can be ſaid to be 


prepared for Publication, as they were to 
make their Appearance in a feigned Name. 

It was neceſſary to inſert ſeyeral Poems by 
other Hands, to illuſtrate the Controverſy be- 
tween Meliſſa and Fido, who, tho” he acted a 


very infincere Part, and had twice the Time to 


dreſs up his Anſwers, as the Reader will find, 
was very far from obtaining any Adyantage.* 
The Cafe was thus. Fhe Gentleman who aſſu- 
med that Name and Melia were near 
Neighbours, and being converſant in the 
ſame Company, the firſt Epiſtle which ſhe 


he* ſecretly laid a Scheme to be $7delia's 
Cops, and accordingly in the Maga- 


"if bk | Sins 


8 p. 231-23 and further te perplex © 
Tele, inſiſted that they ſhould be Gigned F. C. At laſt he 
iſed up Miſs Manage, to. ſhift the Scene again ; but found 


ais Opponent ſo formidable a Rival in Parſon Lovenerey that hs. * 


was obliged to quit the Field to her ſuperior Witte 
of See this Vols P · 226. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


addreſs'd to Fidelia, in July 1734 Þ, ſhe ſhew'd 
to him, and ask'd- his Advice. Upon which 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
Sine for Auguſi an Anſwer to Melia appear. 
ed in the unknown Name of Fido. To this 
+ Melia ſoon wrote a Reply, conſulting him 
from the firſt rough Draught, as ſhe did on 
every other Occaſion; ſo that before her Pie- 
ces reached the Preſs, he was preparing a Re- 
turn; and frequently inſerted ſuch Hints as 

let in her ſome Syrprize, -and a Suſpicion 
in others, who taxed him with this Piece of 
Deceit; but he flatly denied it, and not with- 
cut the moſt ſhocking Imprecations, endea- 
vouring to father theſe Pieces on one or other 
of two Gentlemen whom he named. Accord. 
ingly Meliſſa did not entertain the leaſt Suſ- 
picion of him. But on his unhappy Exit, 
(which ſhe mentions with great Concern and 
Surprize p. 3 10 in the Magazine for May 1737) 
the original Copies in his own Hand-writing* 
were delivered to her, with other inconteſtable 
Proofs.— The Controyerſy, however, much 
eulivened the Entertainment i in the Magazines, 
and the Editor acknowledges himſelf obliged 
to this Lady alſo for ſome other Poems, par- 
ticularly for, the Correction of the Tlaything 
nen, and of other W Writers. 


CON- 


* ON when ſhe ſign d Parſon Lovemere, which lome u hat | 
embaraſſed him. | 


+ Sec Magazine for Neonmber 17:6, P. 67 8. | 


— — 


* 4 


CONTENTS. 


N Account of the Author; from i 
| to'xvi/ 


Some of her Letters from xyi to KX xvi 


Then the Liſt of Suſcribers 


* 


Thoug ghts on Liſe, Death, n — 


ven, and Hell page 1 
Verſes on the Loſs of a Friend | 10 
To M—th—w W—m—1d, Eſq; . 
To Damon _ 
To Philotimus "7 
Epigram | ibid. 
The 9th Ode of the 3d Book of Horace, i- 

mitated 18 


The 5th Ode of the 4th.Book of Horace, 


imitated, and apply'd to the King 20 
Verſes occaſion'd by reading the foregoing. 


Ode. By Mr Hinchliffe 23 
To the Author of the foregoing Verſes 24 
On the King's return 26 
To Nehemiah Griffith, Eſq; „ 
Epiſtle to Mrs Anne Gri ths 30 
To Mrs A. Griſſitbß 36 


On ſeeing Mrs Elis. Owen, now Lady Ea 2 
ue ville, in an embroidep d Suit, al her 


own Work 37 
To Lady Williams, and Mrs A. Davies at 


Weeds A Rambling Ballad 39 
To Oynthio 49 


3 
To 


To Nebemiaß 222 Eſq 


1 


CONTENTS. 
To Mr Tho. Griffith, at the Univerſity of 


1 Clasen | 5x 
= To Sir Richard Stecle on Mr Addiſon's Death 
* : . | n 
| On reading the foregoing | 68 
þ A Thought. Occaſion' d by being preſent at 
0 the Death of a Friend 69 
. On a Sight of the foregoing Lines 71 
; Hymn to the Creator ibid. 
| Epiſtle to Mr Tho. Griffith 74 
= A Query. On reading Prior's Alma 78 
ö To 7— M——r, Eſq; 81 
F Written in Mr Law's Treatiſe on Chriſtian 
8 Perfection a 8 
N To Mrs Mary Hale + 
7 On Mrs Myddelton's Picture 88 
41 To the Author of the Progreſs of Poetry ibid 
| To Mrs Mary Hale OI 89 
Ode: On the Birth-day of the honour'd Mrs 
| 7 . Myddelton _ © 90 
1 To Mrs Mary Bennet „„ oe 03 - 
{| On Mrs Sil Egerton's ſinging an Anthem in 
i (8 Mrerbam Church 96 
To 8. 1——te, Eſq; 98 
6 To Mrs Roberts aq her Spinning 100 


To the Hon. Miſs Stewart, now Counteſs of 
Seaforth, on the Death of her Brother, 


the Hon. Alex. Stewart, Eſq; 102 
On the Death of Mrs Mary Bennet 406 
'To LOL, On her Marriage 108 
On Mrs Mydazltor's Birth-day 110 
To Mrs Myddelton, on the Death of her Ca». 
nary Bird 13 112 


+ + % 
1 N a By ' 
% : 
. b . rr 


— 


CONTENTS, 


By a Gentleman, on ſeeing the foregoing 
Verſes | 114 
To Mrs Myddelton 116 
To Miſs Hale, on ſeeing the foregoing 118 
On Mr Naſb's picture at full length 121 
To Miſs /——ms, Maid of Honour to the 
late Queen 123 
On reading ſome Diſſertations, in the Rey. 
Dr Foutkes's modern Antiquities 125 


Verſes to her Daughter. 129 
Content. A Song 131 


Introduction to the Dream. In Imitation of 
Chaucer's Second and Third Book of Fame 


152 
The Dream 1 - _— 
To Mr 1—— ke 168 
On the Buſtoes in the Royal Hermitage 173 
Merlin: A Poem 181 
To the Queen h 187 
Merlins Prophecy 189 
On Mrs Wills having ſent a Carpet of her 
own Work to Mrs Myddelton 192 
Anſwer, by Mrs Wills 195 
Reply to Mrs Mills 196 
To Mrs M—— —#z 198 


To. Mrs Whitmore on her Son? 8 Death 200 
Decorum! Or the Female Debate 203 


To the Gentleman who offer'd 50 Pounds to 


any Perſon, who ſhould write the beſt Po- 
em by May next on five Subjects, viz. 
Life, Death, Judgment, Heaven, and 


Fell; by a Lady who ſign d Fidelia 21 5 
| 8 by the fame 217 


— [ 
To >, 08 Wa 
3 - Ss 


CONTENTS 


o Fidelia on- her too Epiftles; f y Mts 
Breretos under the Name * Meh, 7 220 


Fi delia to Syhvanus Urban 22 
Meliſſa to Fidelia PP Lhe ? | 2 | 


Anſwer to the + 229 
To the unknown ehia, either Epiſtle to 


Fidelia 231 
Fidelia to Mel iſa AEST 233 
Meliſſa to Fido 235 
Meliſſa to Mr E. C. 9 
Tantæne Animis celeſtibus Fes 240 
Aeliſſas Anſwer to the foregoing 242 
Tido to — | 247 
Meliſſa to Fid 250 
Meliſſa to Sylvanus Urban 256 
Anſwer to the foregoing „ 
Fids's laſt Epiſtle to Meli We 259 
Fidelia to Mr Urban © 3 
Meliſſa to Syboanus Urban 262 
Pacifick Stanza's, addreſs d to Fidelia and 
Meli ſſa 268 


Meli ſſas Anſwer to the foregoing © 7 
Fidelias Farewell 8 
Paſtora to Capt. Fido on his laſt Epiſtle i | 


Captain Fido's Exclamation 277 
Mrs Manage to Capt. Fils 278 
On the Unknown che 2 IH 280 
Fido to Mrs Prudence Manage 283 
Meliſſa in the Character of Parſon Lovemore 

to Miſs Manage 289 
Fido's Anſwer to the foregoing Epiſtle to Miſs 
Manage | 294 


Parſon Lovemore to Capt. T 140 298 


An Fr. of the. Life „ 
Mrs BRERETON, 


R = Ra Hughes of Bryn-Griffth, 


by his Wife Mrs Anne Jones, had 
two Dau ghters. Anne, the eldeſt, died at the 
Age of Fourteen, to the inexpreſſible Grief 
of her Parents, her Perſon being extremely 
beautiful, and having, even in that early Sea- 
ſon of Life, diſcoyer'd an uncommon Share of 


Underſtanding : But as Jane the Younger, 


who was born in 1685, grew up, (and who is 
the Subject of theſe Sheets) ſhe ſhew'd her- 
ſelf no Way inferior to her deceaſed Siſter in 
the Beauties of her Mind: Her Father ob- 
ſery'd, with the utmoſt Pleaſure, the great Ca- 
pacity with which Nature had endow d her, and 
took Care to improve it with all neceſſary In- 
ſtruction, being himſelf a Perſon of excellent 
b Parts, | 


near Mould in the County of Flint, 


\ 
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Parts, and greatly eſteem ' d h the Gentlemen 


of Taſte and Politeneſs in the Neighbour- 
hood. But he dying when ſhe was about 
ſixtcen, ſhe loſt the unſpeakable Advantage 
of his Converſation, and Care; however, her 
natural Endowments were ſo great, that ſhe 
needed little from Art: She ſoon diſcover 
a peculiar Genius for Poetry, which was her 
chief Amuſement ; and all her Acquaintance 
encouraged it by the Delight they took in 
whatever She compoſed. And, before ſhe 
was Twenty, the Perfections of her Mind, the 
Amiableneſs of her Perſon, and Sprightlineſs 
of herTemper, render'd her generally admired. 
On the twenty ninth of January 1711, Mrs 
Fane Hughes married Mr Thomas Brereton, 
at that time aCommoner of Brazen-noſe Col- 
lege in Oxford, only Son of Major Brereton, 
Son and Heir of IVi/liam Brereton of 

Eſq; an antient Family, in the Coun- 
ty Palatine of Cheſter. The Major's Father 
being a Roman Catholick had his Son educa. 
ted at St Omers, deſigning him for a Prieſt ; 
but after he had ſeen a little into the Bigo- 
try and Superſtition of the Church of Rome, 
he return'd Home, determined againſt entering 


into Orders, at which his Father was ſo in- 


cenſed 


bo | WY wx 


Life of Mrs Brereton. 
cenſed that he diſinherited him. But his Siſ- 


ter Mrs Dorothy Brereton, pitying her Bro- 


ther's Condition, made him a conſiderable Pre- 
ſent, tho' ſhe wasof the Religion which he re- 
nounced, and went afterwards with King 
Fames's Court to St Germains. With her 
Bounty he bought himſelf a ſinall Poſt in the 
Army, and behaving with great Bravery un- 
der the Duke of Marlborough, in ſeveral of 
his Battles, was raiſed to be a Major. Tis 
hoped it will not be thought a Digreſſion to 
mention this Particular, ſo much to the Ho- 
nour of a Convert of the Church of England; 
and it may juſtly be ſaid, that he aim'd at the 
Reward which is promiſed in the Text, vg. 
There is no Man that hath left Father, or 
Mother, or Siſter, or Brother, or Lands, 
for my Sake, or the Goſpel's, but ſhail re- 
© ceiye an hundred Fold, now in this Time, 
© and in the World to come, Life eyer- 
© laſting,” 
When Major Brereton died, he left his Son 
a conſiderable Fortune in Money; but being 
too young, and in the Management of Guar- 
dians, and his Mother marrying Captain 
Brown, there was not that Care taken of his 
Education that ought to have been: Mr 
b 2 Brereton 


TT 


Accoumt of the 


 Brereton was ſo much a fine Gentleman that 


he ſoon 'ran out moſt of his Fortune. 'He 
went over for a ſhort Time to Paris; and, 
at his Return, the Earl of Stair, then Am- 
baſſador there, was pleaſed to recommend 
him, in the ſtrongeſt Manner, to the Duke of 
Marlborough, as the Son of his old Soldier 
Major Brereton, and his Grace ſeem d deter- 
mined to proyide for him, if his ill State of 
Health had not prevented it. Some Time 
after this, Mrs Brereton was adviſed, by all 


who had any Regard for her, to ſeparate from 


her Husband: But tho' all the Reaſon in 
the World pleaded for it, yet ſhe expreſs d 
rear Reluctance at it, eſpecially unleſs ſhe 
could have her Children with her; and that 
being iat laſt brought about, ſhe left London 
about che Tear 1721, and retired to her na- 
tive Country Males, where ſhe led a ſolitary 
Life, ſeeing little Company, except ſome in- 
timate Friends, Perſons of great Merit; well 
knowing what a critical Caſe it is to behave 
without the Cenſure of the World, when ſe- 
parated from an Husband. Soon after this 
Mr Brereton had a Poſt given him by the- 
late Earl of Sunderland, belonging to the Cuſ- 
toms at Parl. Cate, near Cheſter. This 

brought 
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brought him down from London. That No- 
bleman had promiſed alſo to advance him on 
the firſt proper Vacancy z but he liv'd not to 
claim it; for on the Day of February 
1722, he was unfortunately drown'd in ad- 
venturouſly crofling the Water of Sa/tney, 
when the Tide was coming in. His Body was 
afterwards found, and decently interr'd in 
Shotwick Chapel belonging to Thomas Brere- 
ton, Eſq; one of the Repreſentatives in Par- 
liament for Liverpoole, his intimate Friend 
and Relation, and in whoſe Service he loſt his 
Life; for this Gentleman being at that Time 
concern'd in an Election, with a very power- 
ful Antagoniſt, Mr Brereton, out of his great 
Leal for his Friend, wrote a Sort of a Libel 
againſt the Gentleman, and in it he gave 
himſelf ſuch a Looſe as to come within the 
Power of the Law; upon which Mr Brere- 
ton advis'd him to abſcond to avoid Proſecu- 
tion (tho he highly lik d the Piece which was 
written by his Inſtigation, ) and ſo, by making 
too much Haſte to get beyond the Knowledge 
of his Perſuers, ruſh'd into Eternity. He was 
an unhappy Proof of the Prejudice of an in- 
dulgent Education. He uſed to ſay himſelf, 

that he never in his Life remembered being 
17 contra- 


. 
* 
8 


Account of the 


contradicted. His Parts were naturally very 
good ; but entirely neglected. He was very 
politive and paſſionate; but could upon Oc- 
caſion command himſelf ſarprizingly ; fo that 
while he made his Addrefſes to Mrs Hughes, 
the took him for a Perſon of a ſweet calm 
Temper: And his firſt Fit of Paſſion, after 
their Marriage, was like a Thunder-clap to 
her; yet he would ſometimes, in a hand ſome 
Manner, acknowledge his Fault, and ſeem ſo 
ſenſible, that any, who did not know kim too 
well, would haye imagined him ſecure againſt - 
a Relapſe. He was generous to a Fault; a 
very indulgent Father; uſed frequently to 
admire his Wife's Oeconomy; and confeſs that 
his Fortune muſt have been ſpent long be- 
fore it was, had it not been for her ſurprizing 
Management. He was remarkable for his 
Skill in Swimming, beyond moſt Men, on 
which he relied too much, at the Time of his 
Death ; and he was entreated by People on 
the Shore, not to quit his Horſe, which he 
would do, and fa periſh'd about the two and 
thirticth Year of his Age. He frequently 
faw his Children, while he was in that Neigh- 
bourhood, and had that Satis faction the very 
Night betore he was loſt. So ſudden a Death 

was 
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was an inexpreſlible Grief to his Wife; ſhe 
could hardly ſupport herſelf under the 
Shock; ſhe fell into violent Faintings, when 


a Clergyman of great Piety, and a Lady, her 
intimate Friend, . acquainted her with the 


News, tho' ſhe was perfectly free from any 


Kind of Fits, till this unhappy Accident. 


Soon after this, Mrs Brereton remov'd 
to Wrexham in Denbighſhire, for the Bene- 
fit of her Children's Education ; and was 
| herſelf ſoon diſtinguiſn'd by the moſt conſi- 
derable Families in and about that Town : 
And it muſt be allow'd by all, that that 
Neighbourhood is remarkable for Politeneſs, 
Taſte and Hoſpitality. She had the Happi- 
neſs and Honour tocommence a ſtrict Friend- 
ſhip with ſome of the moſt eminent of both 
Sexes, which continued till the Time of her 
Death, which happen'd on Thurſday the ſe- 
venth of Auguſt 1740 about Nine at Night. 
Her Diſtemper was the Gravel, which was 
very afflictive and painful, and laſted about 
five Weeks, moſt of which Time ſhe was 
in great Agonies; yet in her Intervals of 
Eaſe, ſhe was very cheerful, and even 
the Day ſhe dy'd, ſhe conyers'd with an 
Acquaintance that came to ſee her in a plea- 

ſant 


vu 
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fant Manner: She rejoyc'd at every Symptom 
of approaching Death, and was all Reſignation. 
A ſhort Time before ſhe expir'd ſhe faid, <Now 
© I'm perfectly eaſy and free from Pain, and 
« will try. to ſleep; which ſhe did, and 
| breath'd her laſt in Peace without one Groan, 
Her Corpſe was handſomely interr'd on the 
tenth of Auguſt, in Wrexham Church, near 
the Altar: And on a Pillar adjoyning is a 
Braſs Plate with the following Inſcription 
('till ſomething more ſuitable to her Memory 
can be erected) Here Lies the Body of Jane 
« Brereton, Widow of Thomas Brereton, 
Gent. who departed this Life, Auguſt the 
« 7th, 1740. Aged 55. 

Her Perſon was of a middle Stature, well 
ſhaped and eaſy; her Complexion inclining 
to Brown; her Hair a dark Brown, a good 
Forehead, fine arch'd Eye-brows, ſmall grey 
Eyes, a remarkable handſome Noſe, an a- 
greeable Mouth, and a fine Set of Teeth: 
Her Face was well turn'd, an engaging 
Sweetneſs was diffuſed over her Coun. 
tenance. She had four Children, 75a. 
mas and John, who died Infants, and lie bu» 
ried at London; and two Daughters, Lucy 
and Gharlotte, both Living; the Eldeſt with 
oe her 
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her Uncle in Cork, and the other at * 
in Effex. _ 

She was the moſt affeQtionate and dutiful 
Wife; and always behay'd with good Hu- 
mour, Patience and Submiſſion. This might 
afford a large Field for diſplaying her Virtues: 
But as it can't be done, without caſting a 
Cloud on Mr Brereton, thoſe who ſtand in 
the ſame Relation to both, chuſe to have it 
omitted, believing there is enough to give 
Luſtre to her Character, without making a- 
nother's a Foil to it. She was the moſt ir- 
dulgent tender Parent, chuſing to govern her 
Children more by Love than Fear; and was 
particularly anxious about her Daughters E- 
ducation, and inſtilling into their Minds Re- 
ligion and Virtue; and would oſten with 
Tears ſay to wem, My Dear Girls, you 
* don't know what Snares and Temptations 
there are for young Women, in this wick- 
ed, deſigning World, to draw your Hearts 
from God: But if you'll in every Thing 
« rely on his Providence, and make him the 
ſole Object of your Love, he will guard 
« you from them all; and you'll find his 
«* Promiſe accompliſh'd of being a Father to 


the Fatherleſs.” She was extremely deyout 
0 and 
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and obſervant of all religious Duties ; was 
regular in her own Deyotions ; and conſtant- 
ly twice a Day call'd her little Family toge- 
ther to Prayers. When ſitting only with her 
Children, ſhe frequently lifted up her Heart 
to God in pious Ejaculations, eyer with the 
greateſt Gratitude acknowledging his Care of 
her and hers; and acquieſcing with an entireſub- 


miſſion to his Diſpenſations. Tho ſhe liked 


Wit, ſhe could never bear any Thing that ſeem'd 
to her to be ſcurrilous; and ſome Things that 
the wrote, at the Entreaty of her Friends, 
that were a little Satirical, afterwards: gave 
her great Uneaſineſs. She was a true Mem- 
ber of the Church of England; but had great 
Charity for all thoſe of different Perſuaſions 
She had a ſtedfaſt Affection and Loyalty for 
the preſent Royal Family, as may be ſeen 
in her Works: But that did not prevent 
her being on good Terms of Friendſhip 
with ſome Ladies of Diſtinction, tho” of an 
oppoſite Opinion; for ſhe had the moſt ex- 
alted Notions of Friendſhip, and never 
in the ſmalleſt Article ſwerv'd from its 
Rules. She was an excellent Miſtreſs uſing 
her Servants like her Children, and thought 


the Souls of her Seryants were Part of her 
Care, 


fail, PA tk oo ww a «- 
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Care, as well as their Bodies; and would 


therefore hear them herſelf read a Chapter out 


of ſome of the Goſpels, and ſee that they un- 


derſtood it, and ſhow'd an Inclination to follow 
thoſe facred Rules. Her Care of the 
Poor was ever impreſs'd on her Mind: She 


allotted on Friday an Allowance to be giyen 


them at her own Door: As it was the Day 
on which the Saviour of Mankind ſuffer'd, ſhe 
thought it moſt proper to make ſome Ac- 
knowledgement to his poor Members, beſides 
ſuch occaſional Charities as her ſmall In- 
come would afford. 

She made it her Buſineſs to find out di- 
ſtreſs'd Objects, and recommend them to her 
Acquaintance; and uſed to go herſelf, and ſee 
them in their Houſes, and examine into 
thei? Circumſtances, that ſhe might give 
to each, in proportion to their Wants ; 
and by this Search frequently found out 
ſome very miſerable Objects, who either from 
Age, or very great Infirmities, could not 
make their Condition known. She was ex- 
tremely modeſt and diffident of herſelf, and 
ſpoke but little, when with much Company. 
She liked Muſic, and ſung agreeably, and 
ſometimes play'd at Cards, tho' but a bad Play- 


CA ers. 
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er; as ſhe uſed to ſay, they could never en- 
gage her Thoughts enough to mind her Game, 
and therefore ſhe never made a Party but to o- 
blige others. She-approy'd-muchof.a well writ- 
ten Play, chiefly Tragedies, and beliey'd that 


well choſen Ones very much improved the 
Minds of young Perſons, and gave them ma- 


ny juſt and delicate Sentiments, but could not 
bear Romances, nor any Thing inclining that 
way. She was very nice in the Choice of her 
Poetry, tho when a bad Poem came thro 
her Hands, ſhe paſs'd no Reflections on the 
Author, and would only make ſome innocent 
Joke of it. She would indeed ſometimes ſay, 
ſhe pitied the Author that knew not how to 
apply his Talent to greater Profit. Her 
Poetical Name of Meliſſa was given her 
by a Gentleman of her Acquaintance, from 
the Latin Word Mell, as bearing ſome 
Alluſion to the Sweetneſs of her Numbers, 
Writing was her darling Entertainment, and 
was to her a Relaxation from her Cares; tho! 


| the would not conſent to have her Works 


publiſhed by Subſcription, when propoſed by 
a Gentleman, in a very preſſing Manner. She 
approv'd of a particular Sanctity of Behavi- 
our on Sunday, and always commended the 
| | Diſſenters 
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Diſſenters for training up their Children by 
that Rule; and for not allowing them what 
ſome call innocent Sport, for their Health, 


on that Day; which ſhe thought ſhould be 


employ'd in a more ſerious Manner, eyen by 


Children; for as So/omon tells us, Frain up 


« a Child in the Way which he ſhould go, 
« fc,” Tho' ſhe was of a very cheerful Tem- 
per, and ſhew'd a great deal of Life and Fire, 
ſhe thought too much Auſterity, even in the 
moſt important Subjects, only gave frightful 


Ideas of Religion, and terrified, inſtead of 


charming, the gayer Part dof the World. 

She had only one Brother Thomas, who, 
being a little unlucky at his firſt ſetting out 
in Life, ſold his Eſtate of Bryn-Griſfith, and 
went to Ireland, where, applying to the Bu- 
ſineſs of a Brewer, he had ſuch Succeſs as to 
raiſe a plentiful Fortune; and is now one of 
the moſt conſiderable Men in the City of Gork. 
He was very deſirous of his Siſter's ſpending 
with him, the latter Part of her Life, but ſhe 
thought her Situation ſo agreeable at 
Wrexham, that ſhe excuſed herſelf, tho it 
would have been adyantageous to her : For 
ſhe was quite free from all mercenary Views. 
Art was a Stranger to her, and Deceit ſhe ab- 


horr'd, 
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Account of the 


horr'd, with every Thing in Speech, or Behavi- 
our, that wanted true Delicacy. Her Memory 
will eyer be rever'd by all who knew her, and 
when her youngeſt Daughter was in Wales, a- 
bout two Years after her Death, ſome Ladies 
of the firſt Rank both in Fortune, and Un- 
derſtanding, could not mention her Name 
without Floods of Tears, particularly thoſe 
Ladies to whom the Verſes, and Ballad are 
addrefs'd in her Poems (Page 37 and 39) and 
in the ſmcereſt Manner regretted the Loſs (as 
they expreſs'd themſclyes) of ſo wiſe, and en- 
tertaining a Friend ; and her Daughter as ſhe 

went thro' the Streets, had Bleſſings pour'd 
upon her by the Poor whom her Mother had 
frequently reliev d, not only with her own 
Mite, but by making Application for them 
to Perſons of Fortune, and Generoſity; ſo that 
ſhe was ſeveral Times oblig'd to turn into a 
Friend's Houſe, or take fome by-way, to a- 
void the public Acknowledgement of theſe 
poor People; eſpecially as it excited ſo many 
mix'd Senfations of Pain and Pleafure in her 
Soul, that ſhe was often ready to ſink 
under the Oppreſſion.— She had a very low 
Opinion of herſelf, and always confeſs'd the 
great Honour that was done her by the Ac- 
quaintance 
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quaintance of ſo many Perſons of diftinguiſh'd 
| Senſe; and ſeldom receiv'd a Letter from 
a young Lady of eminent Merit and Learn- 
ing, an Ornament to her Sex, and who cor- 
reſponded with her towards the Cloſe of her 
Life, but ſhe acknowledged her Surprize, 
how one ſo learn'd and univerſally admired, 
could be the leaft pleas'd with her artleſs 


unpoliſh'd Epiſtles. (as ſhe called them) 


and frequently expreſs'd her obligations. to 
that Lady for every Line ſhe fayour'd her 


with. 
It only can be added, that ſhe was Ami- 


able in every Character of Life, as the mo- 


deft Maid, the chaſte and prudent Wife, the 


tender and fond Parent, the decent Widow, 
the ſincere and wiſe Friend, the indulgent 
Miſtreſs, and the good, ow and w— 
Chriſtian. 


XY 
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As nothing better expreſſes Ns the true Charaft- 
Af 0 "Perf erſons, than their Epiſtolary Cor- 


* et with their Friends, im which 
. the Mind opens * without Reſerve, the 
| Editor has thought proper to inſert a few 
Mrs Brereton's Letters, which ma 
erve to ſbew, at once, her Smcerity,” 2 
Elegance of Expreſſion, and the affeltionate 
01 a her nnn pon 


rere were ret. butetetrertee- 


LETTER I. 
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Think myſelf highly oblig'd. to you, 

for fayouring me with Mr Law's: and 

Mr Bedford's Diſcourſes, and think it 
my Duty to acquaint you with the reſult of 
my Reading: You will believe that what I 
offer is with the greateſt Submiſſion and De- 
ference to your ſuperior Judgment. I haye 
ſeen nothing that has been written againſt ei- 
ther; ſo that all I have to plead in defence of 


my m are merely ſuch Reflections as 
occutrr'd 
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* 


2 


. es Bias 


Life of Mrs Brereton. 


plex d Head, and weak Capacity, would per- 

mit, I can't ſubſcribe to their Sentiments ; 

but if hereafter their Arguments ſhould ap- 
pear to me to have greater Weight, I ſhall 
de willing to be convinc'd, and to confeſs my 
Error. | 
That our Plays in general are full of Impi. 
ety is undeniable, but it does not neceſlarily 
follow that it is eſſential to Plays to be ſo; 
and a Remedy might ſure be found without 
ſuppreſling them. The Poets have often 
complain'd that it was in compliance. with 
the corrupt Taſte of the Audience that they 
wrote ſuch Stuff; and the Criticks affirm that 
a juſt Repreſentation of, Life muſt have mix d 
Characters in it. However, the Poet, I 
think, is very faulty, when he repreſents Vice 
in an alluring Manner, or endeavours to make 
Virtue ridiculous. To ſee Villany triumphant, 
and Truth or Innocence oppreſs'd, leaves hut 
an ill Impreſſion on the Minds of the Audi- 
ence. Therefore, if there were leſs regard 
paid to critical Rules, and more to Modeſty, 
and poetical Juſtice, our modern Plays would 


not be ſo exceptionable as they are. I ſhould 


d rejoyce 


occurrd to me in Reading. I think after W 
conſidering their Reaſons, as far as a per- 


* rejoyce to ſee our Theatre ſo reform d and 


grow impatient, and avaritious at any Game 


of ill Effects. The primitive Chriſtians, I 


and Latin, were full of the Heathen Mythos 


Accdunt of be 


regulated, and ſhould then look on Dramatic 
Entertainments as the moſt rational of all Di- 
verſions. Fhere is no Amuſement: whateyer, 
but may be abus d and corrupted; one may 


that is innocent enough in itſelf. Dancing is 
thought to be a healthful Exerciſe, and a 
very inoffenſive Recreation; and yet ſame 
have been of Opinion that it is productive 


know, condemn d all Stage Plays, and L would 
gladly be informd, if they allow'd of any 
Diverſions at all, The Church was then in 
its Infancy, and apprehenſive of being ſe» 
duc'd by the Sports and Cuſtoms of the Hea- 
thens. All the Dramatic Performances, Greek 


logy and Polytheiſm, their Rites and Sacri- 
fices; which were juſtly an Abomination to 
the Jews; and Chriſtians. Some of the Fa- 
thers were converted from Paganiſm, and it 
ſeem'd proper they ſhould ſhew the Sincerity 
of their Converſion by expreſling their Deteſ- 
tation of thoſe Manners and Cuſtoms which 
they had but lately relinquiſh d. Beſides, the 
——_ Church for the moſt Part was under 

| Perſecution; i 
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of this Nation, ſhould petmit the fame Spirit 
to rage among us; and that we were appa- 


rently in the fame Danger, as they were in; 


doubtleſs there are Numbers who fo do not 


appear over 2ealous in the Cauſe of Religion; 


who in à Time of Perſecution would' not in- 
dulge themſelves in atry Sports; and confſe- 
ny would deny themſelves the Diverfion 

of the moft innocent Play that erer was 
penn d. But the Wiſe Man fays, ic there is 
Time for all Things” Both the Time 
and the Nature of Fhings made it neceſſary 
for the Fathers to declare arid ac ab they did. 
Lam miſtaken; if they allow'd of any Diver- 
fions ; but ' wean'd thiemſelves from the 
World, and 4% d daily, in expectation of that 
Deatb, wich they were continually appre- 
five of ſuffering from the Spirit of Perſecu- 
tion, which rarely ſlept in thoſe Days. For 


the Ae Reaſon it was that they ſo frequent 


ly receiv” d the Sacrament ; which in Aﬀter-a- 
ges was not judg'd abſolutely neceſſary to be 
ſo often repeated. 

"It may be alleg'd, that obſcene ates and 
profane Expreſſions, ought to be as abomina- 
ble to every chaſte and religions Ear, as the 

En: Heathen 


Perſecution and if God, for the Puniſhment r 


XX 


Lerre® Heathen Theology, Rites, Sc. were to the 
Fathers; this is evident Truth. But, if Per- 
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ſons of Diftin&ion would once diſcountenance 
ſuch Performances by their abſence, it would 
probably reform our Stage more than any 
Thing that can be written againſt it. Such a 
Conduct would encourage thoſe who could 
write with Purity and Delicacy ; and oblige 
others to prune the pernicious Witticiſms, 
which render their {otherwiſe entertaining) 
Plays very offenſive. I, would, at leaft, ſet 
Plays upon a leyel with Dancing, Back-Ga- 
mon, or a Game at Cards, Sc. tho in my own 
Opinion, I prefer a well-wrought Play to 


them all; but would plead for it only as an 


Amuſement. For, with Regard to improving 
our Morals, I ſeek not that in a Play; we are 
abundantly ſupply'd with neceſſary Inſtructi- 
ons for that Purpoſe, in the Works of learn 
ed and religious Men; and enjoy the ineſti- 
mable Bleſſing of having a free Recourſe to 
the Fountain of eternal Truth. But if un- 
der the Chriſtian Diſpenſation, we areallow'd 
any Diverſions, I can't conceive why Plays 
are not as innocent as any other; they might, 
if well regulated, be made preferable to all. 
x do not apprehend that Mr Law has fully 
| demonſtrated 


ar . IF. 
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demonſtrated the abſolute Unlawfulne(s of n 


Stage Entertainments ; not can he do it, unleſs 
he firſt prove, that it is abſolutely Unlaw- 
ful to relate the Actions, repreſent the Per- 
ſon, or repeat the Words of another. There 
is, I think, a Difference between abſolutely un- 
lawful, and ſimply unlawful; ſo, I ſuppoſe, he 
means (tho he has not proy'd it) that it is 
unlawful to repeat even the moſt noble Sen- 
timents and elevated Thoughts. If he can 
demonſtrate that, it will neceſſarily follow, 
that it is anlawful to relate a Story, or repeat 
a Speech out of Plutarch, Garendon, c. 


And to me tis evident, that ſuch Inſerences 


would be deducible from that Hypotheſis, as 
would extend further than the Author him- 
ſelf ever intended. I look on Mr Bedford 
and Mr Lau, as religious and well diſpos'd 
Men, but even ſuch may be carry d away by 
their Prejudices. If their Arguments have 
not convinc'd me, I aſſure you, Madam, tis 
wholly the fault of my Underſtanding, which 
can't comprehend any great force in their Way 
of Reaſoning ; ſo that all the Benefit I have 


 receiv'd by them, is confirming nie in what 


has long been my Opinion. —®* That our 
Stage ought to be reform'd.” Thus, Madam, 
have 


Xxi 


Lerres T have preſum'd in an unmethodical manner 


Hecount of the 


to write my Thoughts on theſe Authors, and 
offer my Reaſons why I can't ſubmit to their 
Arguments. I am not ſo Vain as to ſuppoſe 
my Opinion is of any Conſequence but to 
myſelf; but, when it is ask'd, I think it my 
Duty to anſwer with Truth and Integrity ; 
tho” I ſhould hardly venture to write my 
Notions to any, but ſuch whoſe Benevolence 
and Candour are as extenſive as their Under- 
ſtanding and Knowledge. You, Madam, 1 
am perſuaded, are of that happy Number; 
and therefore 1 deſpair not of your excaling 
this Rhapſody from, &c. 


— 


LETTER II. 
i 0 Mrs ADR 1 


Ma DA TY 
Fave kept Mr Law very long, Vater was 


loth to part with him till I had exa- 
min d him thoroughly. I thought no- 
thing could be added to his former Treatiſe 3 


and, indeed, if the Performance is <qual to 


the Title, nothin g ought to be added to 
, Chriſtian 
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come in for a Share in what might have been 
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Gbriſtian Perfefion : But 1 think be ig Lu 


more rigid in this Piece, than in his former. 
If all Women of Fortune were Mirandas, 
how many Families that are now ſupported 


1 by Trade, would be reduc d to Want and 


Beggary? For there need be but few Hands, 
and fewer Materials employ'd, to dreſs up a 
Lady, to make no better an appearance, than 
a neat and clean Country Girl. "Tis true, by 
this frugality in Dreſs the Lady may be ena- 
bled to beſtow more in Alms; but would 
not ſuch a Procedure increaſe the Number of 
the Poor? And is it not a greater Charity 
to prevent People from falling into Diſtreſs, 


than to relieve them when they are in it? 


Doubtleſs it is: For while they are in a 
Way of Buſineſs, they may by their Induſtry 
maintain themſelyes, and contribute ſdme= 
thing towards the Relief of the Neceſſitous. 
Whereas, if they are. not employ'd, they muft 


wholly appropriated for the comfortable Sup- 


port of the aged, helpleſs and infirm. - I 


am not skill'd in drawing Characters, but I 
could point to a living Example of this reli- 
gious Turn of Mind, the ſame Benevolent 
and Alms-giying Diſpoſition, and the ſame 
Chriſtian 


NI 


| Aecount of the * 


An TOY Frame of Spirit as he deſcribes, - and 


of a more extenſive Charity than that of Mi- 


randa's. What the excellent Maria expends 


in decently maintaining that Rank and Sta» 


tion in which Providence has plac'd her, is in 


beſtow'd fuch on his Son Foſeph, nor the 
holy Prophet allow'd the Uſe of ſuch to his 
Daughter Thamar. In the 5th Paragraph 
of his laſt Chapter the Author owns plainly, 
that Voluntary Poverty, Sc. and ſuch o- 
ther Reſtraints of lawful Things, are not 
c geceſſary to Chriftian Perfection; but are 
much to be commended in thoſe, who 


_ %:chinſe them as Helps, Sc.“ But, if they are 


bot nedeſſary to Chriſtian Perfection, I think 
the recommending of them is very unneceſſa- 
ry; unleſs the Author would advance Works 
of Stpererogation. "Tho! ſome exalted Spirits, 
ho can renounce the pleaſurable Enjoyments 


of Life, may reliſh his rigid Doctrine, it is 


tobe ſear d, it may prove to others a Stum- 
pling Block, I really have a Veneration for 
: Mr 


. 
1 
1 


its Effects the higheſt Charity; as it helps to 
cloath, and ſeed Numbers of her Fellow- 
Creatures. If there were any Sin in wear- 
ing fine Garments, we may be certain the 
meek and humble Patriarch would not have 
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ous Man; and tho I take the freedom with 
you, Madam, to own that I differ from him 
in my Judgment of ſeveral Things, yet I 
= aſſure you, I ſhall never repent of my read- 
ing him. Several of his Reflections, Pater- 
nuss Inſtructions to his Son, and Euſebia's to 
her Daughters, in the main, pleaſe me very 
much, I wiſh I may keep them in my 
Memory. I defign'd only a few Lines. to 
thank you, good Madam, for Lau and Kur- 
my; but J have been led away by the Sub- 


h ject beyond, 1 fear, the Bounds of your Pati- 
V. ence, and you will perhaps wiſh Pen and Ink 
J- 


had been out of my Reach. But, dear Ma- 


onate Epithet, for dear you are to all that 
know you; and more fo, to me than I can 
ever expreſs) don't be angry at my long 
Scribble; tis not that L am fond of Writing, 


of my Family, that T am glad now and ther 
to give it a little Relaxation. Be pleas'd to 
accept of my grateful Thanks for your laſt 
Favour to Charly, and with your uſual 
Goodneſs to pardon the Prolixity of 


"my 30th, 1729 · | 
c LETTER 


Mr Law, as I believe him to be 'a very pi- Langue 


dam, (allow me the Freedom of that affecti- 


but my Mind ſuffers ſo much on the Account 
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LETTER III. 


7¹ Miſs *** *, in anſwer 70 
hers of November 5 1 


Ma DAM, 4 
—_ 4 HE Eſteem which the well ae d 
1 and learned Miſs ***** expreſſes 

for me, gives mea high Satisfaction. 

But as every Pleaſure has its Alloy, ſo my 

own Diffidence will not ſuffer me to think | 5 
myſelf entitled to ſo much Merit, as you are 
pleas d to complement me with. Our fa vou- 

rite Ideas are ſometimes ſo high wrought, 

that when we ſee the Perſons or Things, that 

firſt occaſion'd them, we ſeldom find them 
reach that Perfection, which our indulgent 
Imagination had adorn'd them with. —Shall 

I then revoke the Wiſh in my laſt? For, 
ſhou'd we happen to meet, I muſt ineyitably 

fink in your Opinion; and what a Diſappoint- 

ment muſt that be to you, after the high I- 

dea you had conceiv'd in my Favour! And 

what a Mortification would it be to me, to 

find 
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find myſelf incapable of maintaining an E- 2 
ſteem that did me ſo much Honour! Well; 
Whatever is, is right. And as, at this Diſ- 
IF tance, I have no room to hope for the Plea- 
W fare of your Perſonal Converſation ; ſo on | 
the other Hand, ſince tis not likely that we 7 
chall meet, I have no ground to fear, that | 
nine ſhould leſſen me in your Opinion. —— 
The Word Opinion, (which I now find, I 
am ſo fond of, as to uſe it more than once in | 
a few Lines) brings to my Mind the Ti- | 
tle of an Halian Book, which the celebra- 
ted Mr Paſcal mentions.— Opinion the | 
« Queen of the Uniyerſe.” —Certainly, her | 
Power is more extenſive, and ſometimes more | 
conducive to our Happineſs, than that of ; 
Knowledge. And, I muſt confeſs, tis to her ' 
good Influence alone, that T am oblig'd for 
the Pleaſure of your Correſpondence. I 
haye lately read in the Works of the Learn- 
ed, with much Satisfaction, ſome Extracts 
from ſeveral excellent Diſcourſes by a Reve- 
rend of your Name. Your Name, and your 
Practice turn d my Thoughts on you; and F 
could not forbear taking a particular Notice 
of the firſt Branch of his Definition of the 
Precept of doing Good. © To do Good, 
e 2 © fays 
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xxviii 
Lrrza 4 ſays that judicious Preacher, is to endea- 


monſtrated by the pious Reflections, and 
humane Tenderneſs, expreſs d in your obliging 
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« your after the Comfort and Pleaſure of O- 
« thers.” And how much you, Madam, 
are dispos'd to that beneficent Duty, is de- 


Letters : By which you haye engaged me Y 
to be, very ſincerely, $ 
Tour affeftionate humble Servant. 

Dec. 5, 1738. | J. B. 


LETTER IV. 


To ifs *, in anſwer 10 
hers of March 22, 1739. 


MDA, 
1 Should not wonder if you, by this Time, 


had heartily repented of commencing 
an Epiſtolary Acquaintance with ſo 
ſtupid a Correſpondent. I told Mr Cave in 
my laſt that I was too dull to attempt wri- 
ting to you; I am under the Influence of the 


ſame Heavineſs ſtill; but having no hopes of 
oyer- 


Life of Mrs Brereton. XIix 


overcoming it, I chuſe rather to have my * 
Letter thought dull, than my Silence rude. 
What I wrote on the Sermons, was meant as 
a grateful Teſtimonial of the edifying Enter- 
tainment they had afforded me; and I de- 
ſerye no Thanks, for ackans ledging a * 
neſit. 

I am glad to find myſelf in the ſame way 
of thinking with you. The more I am 
pleas'd with an Author, the more,defirous 
I am that others ſhould partake of the Plea- 
ſure. I believe moſt Readers are of this 
communicative Temper ; and that few deſire 
to monopolize a Satisfaction of this Kind. 
The Claſs of Readers are the very Reverſe 
of the Tribe of Loyers. They are always 
delighted when they have Partners in their 
Pleaſures; and eyen embrace all opportunities 
to ſolicit others to be their Rivals! This 
has often been my Caſe; and ſeems now to be 
yours, with regard to Mrs Rowe's Works, 
She had a fine Genius; and no Attachments 
in this World, to prevent her indulging, and 
improving it. Her Stile is flowing, and per- 
ſectly Poetical ; her Deſcriptions are exceed - 
ing lively: And I have ſometimes thought 
that her Proſe abounds with more ſtriking 


Images 


Account of the 
Images than her Verſe. There is in the firſt 

'  GolleQion ſhe publiſh'd, a very good Para- 
phraſe on the third Chapter of Habakkik, 4 
in a Pindaric Ode, or rather an irregular } I 
Ode: For I believe Pindar's Odes were as 
exact, and regular, as any Species of Poetry. 
J have ſeen her Verſes on her Husband's 
Death, her Letters, and her Joſeph; and 
alfÞ her deyout Exerciſes, lately publiſh'd by 
Drill atts; which indeed exprefsa high Strain 
of Devotion. I acknowledge the Force of 
her Genius, and the Goodneſs of her Inten” 
tion. But will dear Miſs ****. forgive me, 
if I ſhould fay of ſome of Mrs Rowe's Let- 
ters, particularly thoſe from the Dead, what 
2 Reverend Dignitary ſaid the other Day of 
the Spectators ?“ That they were moral, 
and entertaining; but he believ'd they ne- 
ver made one Convert to Religion.“ I 
could not ſubmit to his Judgment, nor do 
expect you to agree with mine, when I 
confeſs, that in my Opinion, there breathes 
too much of the Air of Enthuſiaſm in her 
Letters. The Deſign of the Letters from 
the Dead, (ſhe ſays in the Preface) is to im- 
preſs a Notion of the Soul's Immottality. 
We will ſuppoſe then, that a Perſon who 
3 | doubts 


It's 


Life of Mrs Brereton. 


Letters, and receives the deſired Impreſſion. 
May not the Mind, juſt enlightened, be daz- 
led with the Splendor of Deſcriptions ? and 
the Soul pant for ————* the delectable 


« Vales and flowery Lawns, the Myrtle 


“Shades and roſy Bowers, the bright Caſ- 


&* cades and cryſtal Rivulets of Paradiſe ? 


May not the Head be turned with theſe was 
king Dreams, and. the Heart neyer wiſh for 
a Felicity beyond a Pagan Elizium? I 


have the greateſt Opinion of her Underſtand- 


ing, and the higheſt Veneration for her Pie- 
ty; and yet I fear her fine Deſcriptions will 
be of no Service to Religion. She had a 
good deal of Enthuſiaſm, and the Warmth of 
that, tranſported her Imagination into the 
inyiſible World, and inſpired her tu point out 
thoſe Wonders which no Eye has ſeen, and 
no Tongue repeated. I muſt own, that I 
haye no great Reliſh for any Diſplay of the 
Happineſs of Immortality, but what i is war- 
ranted by Scripture. 

Mrs Rowe's Sentiments are noble, and her 
Language is beautiful. Had Mr Pope's Eſ- 


lay on Man appeared before her Letters, 1 


doubt 


XXxIi 


| doubts of that important Article, reads thoſe 9 


Lzrrzn 
IV. 


Voice.“ 


Mrs Rowe, that you expected me to give my 


Account of the 
doubt not, but many Keaders would bare f ima- 
gined that ſhe imitated this Couplet of his 

Warms in the Sun, refreſhes in the 
Breeze, 9 

« Glows in the Stars, and bloſſoms i in the | 1 
Trees, 3 

Iſt Ep. I. 26 3. E 

But long before he publiſhed his Eſſay, ſhe 1 
had expreſſed herſelf, in the following beau- 3 
tiſul Manner.—* He chears me in the Glory 
« of the Sun, refreſhes me in the fragrant 


Breeze, is Beauty in the Flowers of the 
Field, and 8 in the Ni ightingale' $ 


But who dares ay, that the great Poet co- 
py'd Mrs Rowe ? 


I imagined from what you faid in yours of 


Opinion of her. I haye done it, in an unre- 
ſerved, and I may add, in a very incorrect 
manner, tho I hope my Sincerity in it will 
not lefſen your Eſteem for, Madam, 
Tour affetionate Friend, and obh ig'd 
April 24, | humble Servant. 
1739. | J. B. 


LETTER 


. Life of Mrs Brereton. 
LETTER v. 

To Miſs * * * 
In anſwer to hers of December 

| 2, 1739. | | 

1 ſinuating and predominant Paſſion; but 

that there is the leaſt Appearance, or 
Symptom of it, in your Letter, is what I can 
dy no means admit. Nothing can be more 
juſt than your Sentiments of that Paſſion ; 
d nothing leſs fo, than your Application of 
it to yourſelf. There is certainly a Pleaſure 
in the giving, or receiving a juſt diſintereſted 
Approbation; but I cannot believe, that a 
Pleaſure of this Nature is either a Cauſe, or 
Conſequence of Pride: On the contrary, 
T apprehend it to be, the pure Joy, and 
Satisfaction, which a beneyolent Mind receives 
from whatever is Praiſc-worthy. 

It muſt be confeſs'd that Pride is a fort of 


Proteus; it can vary its Form, to gratiſy 
f | its 


Grant you, Madam, that Pride is an in- enges 
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LeTTER 
V. 


is ſometimes imperceptible, where it bears 
the greateſt Sway; and, on the other Hand, 


rigid People, an infallible Indication of 
Pride. But if, as ſome have thought, (and 


ſays) the improving and beautifying the 


to adorn themſelves with all the Elegance of 
Dreſs, ſuitable to their Age and Condition, 
and conformable to the Mode of the Country 


deration of the richeſt Garments being chiefly 
humble the Wearer.— True; But may not 


this be an Argument for wearing that, which 
affords an humbling Conſideration ? | 


dreſſes meanly, that ſhe may be able to ſup- 


. Account of the 
its own Vanity, or to clude thts It 
it is often ſuſpected to be where it really is 
not. As, for Inſtance, in the Article of 
Dreſs: A faſhionable Garb, put on in a 
genteel Manner, is, in the Opinion of ſome 
if my Memory deceives me not, Mr Ray 
Earth, with Plantations, Gardens, Sc. ought 


to be conſidered as a religious Duty; why is 
it not as laudable in the Chief of the Creation 


they live in? 
Some Divines have tight, that the Conſi- 


made of the Bowels of an ugly Worm, ſhould 


Mr Law, in his Character of Miranda (in 
his Call to a devout and holy Life) ſays, ſhe 


port 


* 
* * 
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port indigent Families. There are Calamitics on 
Wand Circumſtances, which ought to be parti- 
cularly - conſidered. But, in the general, is 
there not greater Charity in employing the In- 
duſtrious, and, conſequently, preventing them 
from being reduc'd to Poverty, than in reliev- 
Wing them when they are ſo? There may be, ü 
I am perſuaded, as much Pride i in the Con- | 
tempt, of Dreſs, as in too great a Fondneſs of 
it. Who doubts, but that Diogenes was 
prouder in his Tub than Plato on his Car- 
ght pet? The Remark which that polite Phi- = 
loſopher made on ſceing the Cynic up to 
he Chin in Water was certainly me | 
ft, —-But where am T rambling —1 IF 
now not how far I might have expa- 
iated on this Topic, which you threw in 
y Way; had not the ſhocking Thought = 


onli- pf the Situation, the mad Gyic was in, = 
iefly 


oyn'd with the ſeyere Coldneſs of, the 1 
cather, ſet me a ſhuddering, tho' by a i 
good Fire, and, happily for you, put a = | ! 
o my Speculations. — 
I ſhould be glad to know the Name of the | 
Ship, which your Friend goes in, that I may 1 
ejoyce with you, tho at the Diſtance of two | 
pundred Miles, when I read in the News, 
E that 


XXxXVIi 


Letters, &c. 


ah that ſhe is ſafely arriy'd in the Downs, with 
a rich Prize. | 
I have made a long Papet-Viſit ; ; but as 1 
have not been able to ſay any thing enter- 
taining, I think the moſt obliging Thing 1 
can do, is to take my Leave: So ſhall only 
Nay to aſſure you, that I am, 


Dear Madam 


an, 18, 1540. Tours, Ge. 
Fan, 18, 174 | ) ].B 
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Verſes to the Memory of the 
| F< 4-4 a 
From the Magazine, Vol. X. page 518. | 
O nobleſt Sentiments our Sorrows riſe, 
When bright Aiſtinguiſh'd Merit ſecks the 
© TIES." 
To Virtue's ſelf the generous Tears refine 
That flow, Meliſſa! o'er a Fate like Thine. 
O loſt too early! as too late acquir'd! 
Yet, &en thus lately, honour'd and admir'd. 
Tho* by no Forms of dull Acquaintance. 
prov'd, | 
Superior Worth at once is known and lov'd ; 
At once with full convictive Light appears, 
Nor waits the flow Diſcovery of Years. 
Such Worth was hers, nor dreads the . 
Lot 
To be at once lamented and forgot: 
While in her Lines, with bright * Bloom, 
She triumphs o'er th* Oblivion of the Tomb. 
Here ever new the fair Ideas riſe, | 
Enchant with Beauty, and with Strength ſurpriſe; 
United here, the rival Graces meet 
The Force of Judgment, and the Fire of Wit. 
While ſofter Strokes of more affecting Art 
Flow from the gentler Dictates of the Heart, 
(The Whole with each engaging Charm deſign'd,) 
Compleats the laſting Picture of her Mind. | 


: To 
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To the Memory of @ MOTHER. 
From the Magazine, Vol. X. p. 311. 
H Y finks my Heart beneath a Weight of 
. Woe? 
Why throbs my Breaſt? my Tears ince ſſant flow? 
Why flies the Slumber from my aching Eyes? 
What en the Sigh when Ne the 
Skies? 
' Day's chearful Orb, why hateful to my Sight ? 
Why ſeeks my Soul the mournful Gloom of 
Night? 
Aſk Death the Cauſe too well the Tyrant 
knows, 
From his relentleſs Hand proceed my Woes. 


To thee, bleſt Shade! I chearleſs tune the Lay, 
All, for thy Love, my bleeding Heart can pay 3 
As now that Love a fad Remembrance brings, 
The Muſe muft weep-- yet wile ſhe weeps, ſhe 


fings ! 


1 did her Cave; her Tendernef engage 
The artleſs Fondneſs of my infant Age? 
And when advancing in the Years of Youth 
Teach me the ways of Wiſdom and of Truth? 
The happy Hours flew unpercew'd along, 
While native Wit flow'd, tuneful, from her 
Tongue: 
Her gentle Numbers charm'd the liſt®ning Ear, 
MEL 1$sa%s Name was to the Muſes dear. 
15 Na- 


te. * 
- 


( tx) 


Nature, in her, with Care unwonted join'd 
The beauteous Frame and ſtill more beauteous 
Mind; 

Neither diminiſh'd by affected Art, 

Nor Guile defarm'd, nor Pride debaFd her Heart; 

Above. her Sex's Foibles was her Aim, 

Too juſt, too good, to flatter or defame 3 

To Friendſhip ever true, in Converſe free, 

And dear to All. but oh! moſt dear to Me: 

With every Virtue was her Boſom warm, 

And pure Religion brighten'd ev'ry Charm. 

But ſay, lamented Shade, ſhould I repine 

That thou haſt chang'd the Mortal for Divine * 

f More than I've loft in thee, to thee is givin: 
I've loſt a Parent---thou haſt gain'd a Heav'n.--- 

t With ſpotleſs Rowe you tread th? etherial Plains, 

And wake the golden Lyre to heav*nly Strains, 

Harmonious join the bleſt angelick Choirs, 

God all theTheme---while God the Song inſpires. 


Long as I wander thro' the Maze of Life, 
Amidſt deluſive Joys, and Cares, and Strife, 
Fix'd in my Bread thy Mem'ry fhall refide, 
Thy Virtue fire me, and thy Precepts guide: 
Thus ſhall I fearleſs feel the Hand of Death, 
Like thee, in Peace, reſign my trembling Breath, 
My Soul exulting meet her pitying God, 

And join thy Raptures in the bleſt Abode. 


CaROLINA. 


To Miſs CHARLOTTE BAZRETrOxN, 
From the Magazine, Vol. X. 5. 618. 
HILE near Sabrina's limpid Stream 

I tun'd the trembling Lyre, 
On that exalted awful Theme 
That rer Moſes* Fire; 


Sudden was beard a doleful Sigh, 
The Shepherds ſeem'd to know z 
* MeL 1884 grieves, the Shepherds cry, 
1 May Heav'n avert her Woe.“ 


Mar 1584 grieves hark! louder Groans | 
Tour fond Miſtake relate! 

'Tis CAaROL1na thus bemoans 

Her loſt ML 1554's Fate. 


 Mz1,1884 taught in Years of Youth, 
"True Wiſdom's Ways to prize 
Her Numbers charm'd,---her Form,---ber Truth, 
But ob! MEL 188A dies] 


Thou * fackdatreſs of the = My 
Thy mournful Tale give o'er 3 

We faint beneath thy pow "rful Strains, 
Our Souls can bear no more. 


Vet fainting thus beneath thy Strains, 
One plealing Truth we view. 
MEL 1884*s better Part remains, 


ML 1$sa lives in You, KR. Yare, 
| Fo | IWrit- 
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Written Auguſt 7, 1 the Ani 
er of a Mother's Death, , 6 


From the Magazine, Vol. XI. b. 438. © 


HY ſhoots this ſudden Horror thro? my 
Breaſt? 5 
Whence feels my Soul this Hang Weight i im- 
preſt! 
Why brings each rolling Year this fatal Day 8 
To point the Worth t Fate has ſnatch d away ? 


How, Mem 151 are thy wonted Pleaſures fled 1 
Oh ſay, cant thou re-animate the Dead? - 
Then might'ſt thou hope to footh my tortur d 

Mind, | 
And wake the Joys'that Time has left behind; 
But feeble Comfort can*ſt thou now beſtow | | 
To ſtop the Force of deep-emboſom'd Woe! © 
While Grief preſents a Parent to my Sight, 
My Guardian once, my Pattern and Delight! 
Preſents her on this ſad remember'd Day, 
A Form of cold inanimated Clay! 
Mute is that tuneful Tongye that once could moye 
With all the Sweetneſs of maternal Love. © 
Still is the Hand that touch'd the tender Lyre 
With all the Senſe that Wisdom could inſpire. 
Low lies the Head replete with Learning's Store, 
And that unblemiſh'd Heart ſhall beat no more! 
No more that gentle Voice my Ear delight l 
No more that well known Face rejoice m Sight! 


„Ü—— 
(hui) 


Loſt all my Proſpect form'd of BI; to come, 
And every Hope lies wither d in her Tomb. 


To me in vain het Treaſures Autumn ſpreads, 
In vain the Sun his chearleſs Influence ſheds ! 

In vain the Trees their taſteleſs Fruicage yield, 
Or golden, Harueſts wave along the Field; 

All all to me appears one deſart Coaſt, 

Since ſhe in whom I plac'd my Pride---is loſt! 


Yer ſhall the 3 Muſe her Tribuiz bring, 
The Tear ſhall pay-—the annual Dirge ſhall ſing! 
With filial Duty bathe thy honour'd Urn, 
And on this ny with: * di Singuiſe'd mourn, 


Life's 8 now all 8 I run; 
Thou, my true Guide, and bef Protection gone 
Yet ſhall thy Writing. thy Example, be 
The Rule to keep my Steps from Error free; 
To lead me ſafe to that celeſtial Shore, 
Where happy we ſhall j 3 part no more 


So when ſome evining Trav'ller, wauied, ſon 
The Orb of Light deſcend the weſtern . 
With cautious Eye each Object round he views, 
Ass faint his dubious Journey he purſues: 
> oY Anxious improves the leaſt reflected Ray, 
A And treads Tia fearfyl Steps the dangerousWay, 


CAROLINA 
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To CAROLINA, bccaſuned by her 


ingenious Poem on the: — 


ſary of ber Mother's Death. 


From the Magazine, Pol. XI. f. 438. 
1 Tears, and Sighs, and Pray” rs recall the 
* Dead, 


pray'd: 

hen ceaſe at length thy unavailing Grief, 
Since Tears, and Sighs, and Prayers yield no Re. 
lief. 
Rather to Heav'n thy warmeſt Thanks return, 
hat did not ſooner give thee Cauſe to mourn, 
But lent thy Parent long to bleſs thy Sight, 
o warn thee from the Yonge and teach thee 

Right: 
Point out the Way to tharoetcſtial Shore, 


Of Heav'n the Bleſſing, Tay, cou'dſt thou obtain, 
o animate her facred Duſt again? 

ou'dſt thou, impell'd by thy exceſſive Love, 
iſh her to quit the radiant Realms above, 

hoſe bliſsful Seats where Joys eternal flow, 
Again to journey thro” this Vale of Woe? 

Ah no, thou wou'dſt not give a Mark of Love, 
hy filial Piety could neꝰ er approve. 

hat tho* no common Loſs thou didft ſuſtain, 
et longer why wilt thou lament in vain ? 


ſay, 


NA 


Enough 


In vain thou had'ſt not wept, and ſigh'd, and 


here ye ſhall ogg. Day meet to part no more. 


a 
N 


? : 
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Enough to Nature's giv*n ; let Reaſon-now 
Forbid the Sigh to riſe, the Tear to flow. 


Forgive th! officious Muſe, dejected Fair, 
Who fondly ſeeks thy piercing Grief to ſhare, 
And ſympathizing tries her ſoothing Art, 
To eaſe the Anguiſh of thy bleeding Heart; 
By Nature taught to pity the Diſtreſt, 
By Virtue to conſole the afflicted Breaſt. 

7 IS Auas us 


Mrs 


Mrs BRERETON's Pos. 
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Thoughts on LIFE, DRA rg, Jupa— 


from the Duſt; N 
Bade crimſon Streams thro ſil ver Channels glide, 
And adive Spirits ſwell the nervous Tide; 

Thy Image ſtampt on the neu- moulded Clay, 
And animating breath'd the vital Ray ! 


To Thee, Eternal! I my Being owe, 
Giye me the Value of thy Gift to know. 
B Let 


Grant me to keep the Goal, and Prize in View; | 


. Soar to © the Sun with healing in his Wings.“ 


Impreſs upon my Mind its fading Hour; 


Tho like Night's Dream it vaniſhes away, 


$7 
Let me not ſpend the Lite thou gav'ſt in yain, 
But run my Race that I the Race obtain 8 bi, 
Thoꝰ I thro' thorny Paths my Way perſue, 


Thro' all Life's Warfare, let the Chriſtian Arms, 
In eyery Combat ſhield my Soul from Harms, 
The humid Vapour which exhales from Earth, 
Owes to the Sun's attractive Warmth its Birth; 


O may my Life, tho from the Duſt it ſprings, 
'Tho' its Duration is like the ſhort-liy'd Hour, 


Tho' like a Shadow, or a Pan, it be, , 
Grant me ſubſtantial, boundleſs Bliſs in Thee! 


O let me wake to everlaſting Day! 


Thy Doom I muſt fulfil.— reſign this Breath, | 
And ſleep, till ſummon'd in the Arns of DxATH : 
| 


To 


(3) 
To Nature pay, the laſt great Debt I owe, 
And paſs the Realms of her deteſted Foc ; 
Impowr'd by Thee, her Offspring to ſubdue, 
All, but thy fayour'd,. thy diftinguiſh'd Two. 
Ey'n thy Beloved Son, has felt his Dart, 
And groan'd beneath the agonizing Smart. 


What Proofs of Love, Redeemer / did'ſt Thou give, 
Muſt God ſubmit to die, that we might live 
Death's dreadful Shocks, he, for his Foll'wers, bore 
And ſmooth'd that Paſſage, which was rough beforc 
With diff rent Aſpects, Death (tis own'd) appears 
Horror, Deſpair, and formidable Fears; 
Serpents around his Iron Sceptre roul, 

Affright the guilty, unbelieving, Soul. 

But to the Faithful, and the Juſt, as mild 

As the fond N arſe, who ſooths to ſleep her Child; 


To them, he comes the Meſſenger of Peace, 


His golden Sceptre Olive Branches grace. 
He from Oppreſſion frees, from Care, ſrom Pain; 


From earthly Loſs, conyeys to heay'nly Gain; 
'Their 
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Reflect, my Soul! on that tremendous Day, | 
When the GREAT Jupce his Glory ſhall diſplay ; 
When the laſt Trumpet's Sound this Globe ſhall 

ſhake, 
And thoſe, who ſlept ive thouſand Years, awake. 
The Earth, th'unfathom'd Deep, their Dead relign, 
And ſcatter'd Limbs, their ancient Bodies Join; 
Atoms, tho imperceptible to Sight, 
Aſſembled, with their kindred Duſt unite 


Each Particle aſſumes its former Seat, | 
Where all their proper Functions muſt repeat ; 
The Frame colleQed;—to inform the whole, 567 
To its old Dwelling now returns the-Soul : C 

. Embodied, to receive its final Doom, ( 
A ſad, or bleſt Eternity to come. " 
7 


“But lo! the Jupce, in yon etherial Plain, 


“ Myriads of Spirits attendant, in his Train; 
Than 


@ Thin heSun's Rays his Conn wtenand Hs | 
6 His Robe, dan nen- fr n Snow, a puree white; 5 ; On il | 
« Behold, around his Breaſt, the golden Zone, 5 
« Behold, the flaming, the refulgent Throne; 
« Encircled by the Rainbow's various die, 


« With which the brighteſt Emerald might vie: 

“And on his radiant Veſture, lo, the Words 

« Inſcrib'd, the KING ot Kixcs, AND LoRD OE 
y Loxps 

His awful Summons now muſt be obey d; 

« The Judgment ſet, the, Books are open laid. 

All Adam's Race, before the Jupc appear, 

In faithful Hope, or ſtruck with guilty Fear. 

He, who Believers ranſom'd with his Blood, 


* Will ſeparate the Wicked from the Good; 


« Thoſe on his right ſalute theſe Words divine, 
(While from his Eyes the Beams of Mercy ſhine) | 
Come my Beloy'd, inherit now the Joy, 


For you prepar'd, which none can cer deſtroy ; 


n | « For 


6 
4 For L was hungry, and you gave me Meat, 
« Thirſty, and you aſſwag d the parching Heat; 
« A Stranger, and you kindly me receiy'd, 
« Naked, youcloath'd me, Sich, and you reliey'd: 


« In Priſon, and eyen there, you Viſits pay. 
« O Lord! when did we this? the Righteous ſay. 
Th omniſcient Fudge, will graciouſly reply, 
« When e'er you did the Wants of theſe ſupply, 
c To me 'twas done: And great is your Reward ; 
Receive the Kingdom, long for you prepar'd. 
« Jo thoſe on his Left Hand he thus ſhall ſpeak— 
| (While pointed Light'nings from his Eye-ball 

break.) 

« Ye Workers of Iniquity retire, 
« Depart ye hence to everlaſting Fire, 
« Prepar'd for curſed Spirits, and for you, 6 
Who no Compaſſion for your Brethren knew. 
« Ayenging fiends to Topher, theſe convey, cc 


4 The Righteous, Angels guide to Realms of Day. 
8 “Where 


ay. 
CIC 
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« Where as a Bride, magnificently dreſt 
« Tn all the Splendour, of the radiant Eaſt; 
« 'The glorious, holy City they behold, 

« Whoſe Walls are Jaſper, and whoſe Pavements 
« Gold. 


„ The Saphir, its bright Azure here diſplays ; 


« And Amethiſts, emit their purple Rays : 
« Their lucid Verdure Em'ralds here diſcloſe ; 
« And Topaz here its golden Luſtre ſhews ; 


The Ruby ſhines with crimſon Radiance bright; 


And the rich Diamond pours a Flood of Light. 


Angels, and Saints, round the tranſparent Throne, 


* Proſtrate, adore th Eternal, holy one, 

1 Praiſe, Bleſſing, Wiſdom, Pow'r, and Glory, give, 

* To him who dy'd, but ſhall for ever live: 

„There Martyrs, * who for Truth had Champions 
« Gold, 

* And ſeal'd their Teſtimonial with their Blood; 


(0 Juſt 


(8) 
“ Juſt Men made perfect, from their Labours reſt, 
„ With beatifick Viſion eyer bleſt. $84 
There they triumphant Allelujahs ſing : 
O Graye where is thy Pow r! O Death thy Sting! 
« No Care, no Anguiſh here, no Tears, no Sighs, 
« For God ſhall wipe all Sorrow from their Eyes; 
« His Choſen to the Streams of Life ſhall lead, 
« And with the Fruits of Paradiſe will feed. 
« No Curſe, no Tempter, here, no Fraud, no Strife, 
“They're now ſecure, beneath the Trees of Life. 
Nor need of Sun, where all 's efulgent bright, 
« All Hermony, and Love and Life, and Light, 
« Pulneſs of 7oy, ineffable, divine! 


Where Gop's own Countenance ſhall ever ſhine. 


Father of Mercy! may thy Word and Grace, 
Direct, and guide me to this holy Place; 
Where I with heay'nly Choirs employ'd may be, 
And, with theſe Eyes, my dear Redeemer ce. 


C All 


(9) 


« All whoin Idols, or in Riches truſt, 
“The Sorcerer, the Lewd, and the Unjuſt; 
« 'The Wretch who his Creator dares deny; 


« And whoſoe'er invents, or loyes a Lie - 

« Far, from the holy Preſence muſt retire, 

« To eyer-living Lakes of liquid Fire: 

« Where, nor the Dawns of Light, or Hope ariſe, 
«N or Flames are quench'd, nor gnawing Worm e'er 
dies; 

« To aggravate their Woe, in Torments toſt, 
They from afar ſhall ſee the Heaven they loſt. 

« For Ever loſt! while they're condemn'd to dwell, 
„With curſed Fiends, who feed the Rage of Hell. 
With Fury, Horror, Envy, Shame, Deſpair; 
Eternal too. Oh! who the Thought can bear! 


8 VER- 


(10) 


VERSES on the Loſs of a FRIEND. 


Written in the Year 1709. 


H! happy Solitude, thrice bleſt the Day ! 
When in thy Shades I paſs'd my Hours away; 
Exempt from Cares, retir'd from public Noiſe, 


Nought to preyent, or interrupt my Joys : 

No anxious Fears my Quiet to moleſt, 

No Storms to diſcompoſe my Halcyon Breaſt; 
Not Love, Ambition, Pride, or female Strife, 
Serene each Thought and blameleſs as my Life. 


Oſt have I lonely rang'd the verdant Fields, 
To view the Glories which the Summer yields; 
How beauteous Flora decks the fruitful Earth, 
Producing daily ſome delightful Birth : 

Here all that's fair, that's beautiful, or ſweet, 
The Lilly, Roſe, and purple Vi'let meet, 
And ſeem enamell'd round my happy Feet. 


Thro 


(* * 
Thro ſmiling Meads, there, Ahn gently glides, 
And paints with fragant Pride its fertile Sides; 
In wild Meanders runs its wanton Maze, * 
Winding its Streams a thouſand various Ways. 
Oft have T ſate, and in the cooling Shade, 
Sung to the Murmurs which its Waters made. 
Tagus, Pactolus too, I thought to be, 
Meer Puddles, Alyn ! when compar'd with Thee! 
That celebrated Helicon ian Spring, 
The facred Fountain where the Muſes ſing, 
Could not appear more pleaſing to my Sight, 
Than chryſtal Ahn - Oh! the vaſt Delight ! 
when to thy flow ry Bank ſome Book I brought, 
Stor'd with rich Wit, with uſeful Knowledge 

fraught. 

There I the ſeather'd Choriſters might hear, 
Warbling their Notes to entertain my Ear. 
Poor Philomela! tunes her ſolemn Strains, 


Of Terens, ſtill ſhe mourn/ully complains; 


While 


(a>) 

While all the feather'd Tribes around her throng, 

And liſten to her ſoft harmonious Song; 3 
Then warble out their Plaudit. — Thus each Senſe ; 
: Ts treated without Danger, or Expence. | 

The Meads delightful to the Eye appear, 

'The Birds with Muſick ſoothe the raviſh'd Ear; 

Rich Fruit, cool Streams, and odorif rous Scent, 

At once the Taſte, the Touch, and Smell content. 

To crown all this, and make my Joys compleat, 

A Friend T had near this beloy'd Retreat; 

So well we loy'd, ſo faithful and ſo true, 

That mutual were the Joys or Pains We knew. 

Thus liv'd we, like our early Parents, free 


From Fears or Cares, in ſweet Simplicity: 


Till by a moſt unhappy turn of Fate, 


We loſt our Eden, our contented State, 

For Love the falſe ſed ucing Serpent 'play'd, 
And ſoon beguil'd the fond believing Maid, 
Tov ſoon, Alas! her eaſy Heart b tray d. 


Pray'rs, 
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(13) 
Pray rs, Tears, Entreatics, all in yain did prove; 
Neglected Friendſhip muſt ſubmit to Love. 
vet ſoon ſhe mourn'd the fatal Step the made, 
I left to ſhare a Grief I could not aid! 
Grown thus forlorn by her unguarded Choice, 
Her hapleſs Fortune damp'd my former Joys; 
Of all their former Pleaſures now bereft, 
At laſt reſoly'd—the once dear Plains I leſt, 
With Friendſhip all my ſweet Contentment flew ! 
I croſt o'er Dee, and bade the Shades, Adieu! 
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To M---TH---w W----M----LD, EH; 
near Wantage, 


* expreſs her Thanks, and at your Friend's 


Command, 
Again Meliſſa takes the Pen in Hand; 


Hopes this will find, that all are well with You; 
While we Jog on,—juſt as we us'd to do. 


(14) 


* When the Squire riſes from his Bed be WITS! 
le ſteers his Courſe to Fields of rip ning com: f 


Or to the verdant Meads he takes his Way, 
Where Jjocund — and Laſſes toſs the 1 


But how, or whereſocer the Morn is ſpent, 


At Noon we meet, by general Conſent, 
Then on a good Sheep's Arm or knighted woe 


Plain ſimple G cheerfully we dine. 


Wheneꝰ er the Breaſt of Mutton does appear, 


We wiſh, good Miſtreſs Wymondſold was here. 


In Red, or White (to Beechis ſure Advantage) 
We toaſt the Church, and King—and Friends near 
| Wantage. 


Sometimes when all engage in high Debate, 
I ftand as Champion for the Marriage State ; 
And for my Boldneſs, plead your late Commiſſion, 
To ſooth, or fright him, to your bleſt Condition. 


Vain 
The eib call a Shoulder of Mutton a Sheep's Arm, and a Ca- 
pon a Cock Gelding. 


\ 


(15) 
Vain are my Reaſons! he's not moy'd a Jot q 
——.— indeed he'll anſwer, ſometimes not. 
I may harangue, till Ive quite crack d my Voice; 
I much ſuſpect he'll ne er approve my Choice. 
Therefore no more this Matter I'll perſue; 
I'm certain none can hit his Taſte like you. 
Chuſe for your Friend as for yourſelf you choſe, 
And be aſſur d, you won't your Labour loſe ; 
Find you a Fair exactly like your Lady, 


With Hand, and Heart, I'll anſwer he'll be ready. 


This J ſincerely wiſh with Heart moſt fervent : 


Who am to you and yours, 


An bumble Servant; 


P. 8. The Squire was quick enough to catch 
the Jole, 
The Pipes at Cheſter were before beſpoke, 
Neat are the Tubes and Bole of pureſt white; 
And my Epiſtles, Sir, will ſerye to /ight. 


To DAMON. 

Eaſe, Damon, ceaſe I'll hear no more: 
Your fulſom Flattery give Oer; 

I ſcom this mean fallacious Art, 

By which you'd ſteal, not win my Heart: 


In me it never can Compaſſion move, 
And ſooner will Averſion raiſe than Loye. 


II. 
If you to Lope wilt” me incline, 
Aﬀert the Man, forbear to whine ; 7 
Let Time, and plain Sincerity, 
And faithful Loye your Pleaders be : 
For, truſt me, Damon, if thoſe fail, 
"Theſe ſervile wheedling Tricks will ne'er prevail. 


10 


„ PHIL O TIM US 
en ws 

Hilotimus, if you'd approve 

Yourſelf a faithful Lover, 
You muſt no more my Anger move, 
But in the mildeſt Terms of Love, 
Your Paſſion Kill diſcover. 

| IL 

Tho born to rule, you muſt ſubmit 
To my Commands with Awe ; 
or think your Sex can you acquit, 
or Cupid's Empire wort admit, 
Nor own a Salique Law. 
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E PI GR A M. 
2 eaſier much to kindle Satire's Fire, 

Than a juſt Light to ſhew what we admire, 
ires, like Wild- fires, from rank Soils ariſe.; 


aiſes, like Sun-beams, ſhine from kindred Skies. 
: | yy The 


18) 


The 9th ODE of the 3d Book of Honace 
| Imitated. 


| \ J alone poſleſs'd your Love, 
And reign'd unriyal'd in your Breaſt, 


No Mortal greater Joy could prove, 
Nor Jove himſelf could be more Bleſt. 


SHE. 


. While to my Eyes alone you bow'd, 


4 


And own'd me — of your Deſires; 2 "7 


The Queen of Heay'n was ne'er ſo proud, 


© a 


Tho ſhe with Loye great Jove inſpires. # 
To Cloe's pow ful Voice an 3nd Wit, 1 
My Heart is now a willing Slave; . 
For whom to die I would ſubmit, | 
If that her dearer Life could fave. 


— 
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(79) 


. 


Young Damon now 's my only Care, 

| Who meets my Flame with tend'reſt Truth; 
For whom a double Death Id bear, 

If F ate would ſpare the . ex Youth. 

HE. 

What if my former Flame renews, 

And I renounce fair Cloe's Charms; 
Would you young Damon then refuſe, 


And me receiye in thoſe dear Arms? 


SHE. 


Tho thou ſo rough, ſo pettiſh art, 


Tho' he ſo gentle, gay and trim; | WY 
So firm thou'rt fix d in this fond Heart, 1 h " 
I'd die with thee, ere liye with him. 
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The 5th ODE of the 4th Book of Horace 
emulated, and apply dt 7o the King. 1716. 


Thou! whom Heay'n's propitious Tow r 
Ordain d to do fair Britain Right, | 
Her ancient Luſtre to reſtore, 


Return! and glad her longing Sight: 
Return, great Prince! and grace our Ille 
With thy auſpicious Rays; 
Her Sun to welcome Thee will ſmile, 

And ſhine in brighter Days. 

3 

As our fond Sex, all drown'd in Tears, 
For their long-abſent Sons complain; 
They Heav'n alarm with Vows and Pray rs, 

With wiſhful Eyes look o er the Main: 
Nor will they from the Shore remoye, 

But ſtill impatient mourn ; =» 
Thus Britain pines with loyal Love, 

*Till her great Lord return. The 


4 


(2 


UL 


The Laſs now joeund milks our Kine, 
Which we ſecurely grazing view; 
Our publick Fears we now reſign, - 
And our domeſtick Care renew : 
The Merchant plows the briny Flood 
To fetch us rich Brocades; 
And Caroline, great and good, 
To virtuous Life perſuades, my 
IV. | l \ | 
That Juſtice now reſumes her Sword, 
And with an equal Balance weighs, 
That Vice begins to be abhor d, 
'Tis George alone deſerves the Praiſe ! 
Happy in Honours thou haſt won, 
Bleft in thy Royal Race! 
While we contemplate in thy Son 
Thy Virtue, and thy Face. 
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Au. 
Who fears the falſe rapacious & t? <- 
The French > the Swede's romantick Pride? 
W ho dreads what tripple Mitres plot? 1 
While George and Heay'n eſpouſe our Side : 
While he is ſafe, we're free from Harms, 
And void of female Fear, 
No anxious Thoughts impair our Charms, 
Or dim our Eyes with Tears. | 
VI. 
To Thee our pureſt Wiſhes flow, 
To Thee our grateful Songs are due; 
Religion, Liberty, we owe 
To great Naſſau, and greater You ! 
Long, long may you our Iſle adorn, 
W tile all confeſß your gentle Sway; 
Theſe are our Toilet Vows each Morn, 


And theſe each Ey'ning crown our Tea. 


VERASI 


Nl WAS AYAY 2040 


VERSES occaſioned 1y reading the fore- 
going ODE. By Mr —— 


I. 
Sway; 


HEN fam'd. Auguſtus rul'd the Roman State, 
And bleſs'd the World with his indulgent 
Around his Throne did all the Muſes wait, 
The Monarch's Worth and Glory to diſplay. 
"mk | 
Then, liſt ning Tyber heard th Horatian Lyre, 


His mighty Maſter's godlike Acts rehearſe: 
The Mantuan's Boſom glow'd with hallow'd Fire, 


Raiſing his Patron in immortal Verſe, 
III. 
But lo! a greater than Auguſtus reigns 


O'er our more happy, yet ungrateſul Land! a 
Oh! let the Muſe divine, with ſacred Strains, 


The Madneſs of an impious A ge withſtand. 


Tis 


02 ) 


I. 
Tis done, — Mliſſa wakes the warbling Strings; 
Hark ! how the loyal Fair, in ſofteſt Lays, 
The firſt of Men! and beſt of Princes! ſings, 


Teaching her ſweet-tun'd Harp our PROT * 
Praiſe, 


A 


To the Author of the foregoing VERSEs. 
I. 
Ngenious Bard! when you inſpire, 
And urge to ſing our Soy'reign's Fame; 


T quit my Needle, firing my Lyre, | 

And boldly dare the mighty Theme. 
3 

While female Rebels plague our Iſle, 

Quite loſt to Virtue, Senſe, or Shame ; 

| While theſe the beſt of Kings revile, 

My Loyalty I'll thus proclaim. | 


(2x) 
5A III. 
Their noiſy Malice, I deſpiſe ! 
Too oft, alas! the Triflers prove, 
They're guided only by Caprice, 
Alike in Loyalty, and Love. af 
IV. _ 
Oh! cou'd Meliſſa ſing like you! 1 [ ä 
Aloft, her tow'ring Muſe ſhould riſe; 
Our mighty Monarch's Praiſe perſue, 
And lift his Name above the Skies. 
V. 
In George, the Fire of Britiſh Kings 
Does with Sophia's Sweetneſs joyn ; 


7 
| 
1 


From her this heav'nly Goodneſs ſprings 

That makes the Hero half diyine. 

VI. 

Shia 1 virtuous, learn'd and fair ! 

Whoſe Death each Grace, each Muſe would grieve 
Had we not Carolina here, 

In whom her ſhining Virtues live. 
E 


(26) 
1 
But oh! where roves the giddy Muſe, 
Unequal to the wond' rous Theme, 
Do thou the glorious Subject chuſe, 
And give Eternity to Fame. 
VIII. 
T feel the Woman now prevail, 
I feel, I want thy manly Fire! 
I feel my Strings, and Numbers fail, 
I'll ceaſe ;—and filently admire. 


— 
On the KI N G's Return. 


In Imitation of the Fourteenth Ode of Horace. 


Day E AT George return'd ! awake my Lyre! 
Let that loy'd Name the Strings inſpire, 
Let Vales the joyful Notes reſound, 

And gladden all the Hills around! 


(27) 


7 Bright Carolina, Royal Fair! 
Haſte to the aweful Dome of Pray'r ; 
With all your beauteous Train, adore 
The Powers who ſafe our King reſtore. 


And you, chaſte Wives! due Thanks preſent ! 
Whoſe Mates t' attend the Hero went : 

Forbear your Sighs, diſplay your Charms, 

They now return to bleſs your Arms ! 


O welcome, welcome facred Prince! 
Thou guardian Care-of Proyidence; 
Now you return to bleſs our Iſle, 

We ſweetly ſing, and gaily ſmile. 


» | 
* 


Oh! happy, happy, happy we! 
Bleſt with great George and Liberty! 


In Mercy George to Britain given 


eorge the y'reign Gift of Heaven! 
E 2 


right 


(6 


Let all with grateful Joy abound, 
With Plenty let the Board be crown d; 
Go, skim the Cream-bowl, bring the Tea, 
To Mirth we'll dedicate this Day. 


ee e 
To NEHEMIAH GRIFFITH, £/q; 


Author of the Leek. 


HEN you, OBr#0n.' our paſs d Woes relate, 
My Soul grows anxious for my Country's 


Fate; oY 
| Sighs rend my Breaſt, my Eycs diſſolve in Tears, 
And all the Woman's Tenderneſs appears. 

But when you change the melancholy Scene, 
And ſhew us happy under George's Reign; 
Diſplay the Glories of the Royal Line, 

And celebrate our matchleſs Wibelmine : 


Elate 


( 
Elate with Joy, my Heart in Tranſport ſprings ! 
1 bleſs the Bard, that fo divinely ſings ! 


The Saint * looks down propitious from above, 
And does with Smiles our Happineſs approve; 
pleas d with the Verſe, you to his Memory pay, 
And the bright Dame that dignifies his Day: + 
So ſtrong your Senſe, ſo ſweet your Numbers flow, 
He ſtops his Lyre, — to hear you ſing below ! 


75 Let Carolina ſtill inſpire thy Lays, 
Till our glad Hills learn to reſound her Praiſe; 
What more could Wales deſire, or Heav'n allow, 
Than She our Princeſs ! and our Poet Thou ? 


E PIS- 


Aate I * $ David, Patron of Water. + 1f of March. 
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"EP eb Snο SS: g 
= EPISTLE zo Mrs Anxg GRIFFITHS, 
a M˖ritten from London, in 1718. 
J beſt lov'd Friend ! ſince raviſh'd from thy 
M Sight, 
T've known no Joy, no Comfort, nor Delight; 


But till to meagre Care, and Grief, a Prey, 
Am toſs d about in Life's tempeſtuous Sea! 
If ought has Pow'r my anxious Mind to eaſe, | 
'Tis the Rememb'rance of thoſe happy Days, 
Thoſe dear, thoſe bliſsful Days, I paſs'd with You, 
Bliſsful indeed! but too too ſoon they flew ! 
And now the ſad Alternative I feel, 
I've had the Good, and muſt endure the III! 
Abandon'd thus to Woe, what can J ſend 
But tedious dull Complaints to Thee my Friend ? 
Unboſom all my Grief, impart my Care, 

To that dear Breaſt that bears a friendly Share? 


| * 


(3 ) 
Ah, Friend! what Storms, what Tryals haveI paſs'd, 
Since you and 1 embrac'd each other laſt ! 
But ftay—why ſhould I now repeat my Moan, 
To Thee my Suff rings are already known. 


Juſt Heaven that ſees, may make my Sorrows ceaſe; 


And we 1 meet once more in Joy and Peace. 


Truſt we to that — mean while I ſain would ſay, 
Something to drive theſe gloomy Thoughts away: 
For this, T call the long neglected Mule ; 
But ſhe her wonted Kindneſs does refuſe ; 
Capricious grown ſhe follows Fortune's Train, 

Nor longer with th' unhappy will remain. 

Where Melancholy reigns, ſhe ſcorns to ſtay ; 

But ſtill attends the Great, the Rich, the Gay. 

'Tis ſo; twas ſo of old; this Naſo found, X 
Whoſe Brows with ſacred Bays had · oſt been crown d: 
While yet at Rome, approv'd, careſsd by All, 

Th' obſequious Muſes ſtill obey'd his Call; 


(32) 
Ol Bodies chang d to other Forms he ſung, 
This ſmootir d the Verſe, wt 1 
ſtrung: N 
hc the Bard offciouſly they A 
And bear him thro the yaſt adyent'rous Song! 
But, when in Exile be ta ſing eſſay d, iN 
Not one of all the Nine would grant her Aid ! 


- . * | 
Ss 


The viey e in dramatic . 


How lively are the Comic lo he penn d, 
While Fortune ſmil'd, and Lelius was his Friend! 
But ſoon as theſe their Favours once withdrew, 
The Muſe deny'd her Kind Aſſiſtance too! 

If Horace ſuch Misfortunes had ſuſtain d, 


His ſprightly Vein he ne'er could have maintain'd : 
But bleſt with all an Epicure could charm! 

His Flocks, his Herds, and his delicious Farm ; 
His bounteous Patron, and his noble Friends, 
And every Joy that Luxury attends : 


Unyex( 


, 


TW) - 4 
Uavex d with Troubles, and exempt from Fear, 5 = | 
He owns himſelf the Gods peculiar Care : 7 ; bt | 
And thus ſecur'd from Want (moſt grayely wiſe ) 00 
Inſtructs, declaims, and Fortunes Pow'r defies. 
But had he once to Poverty been biought, 

The Bard had wanted many a brighter Thought! 
A plenteous eaſy Life, and proſp'rous State, 

Gay ſmiling Mirth and chearful Thoughts create: 
Thoſe Gifts, tho'-to a mod'rate Genius join d, 
Brighten the Fancy and elate the Mind. 


by 


But ſhou'd ſome ſnarling Critic chance to view 
Theſe undigeſted Lays deſign'd for you; 
The ſurly Blade, methinks, would ſtorm and ſume; 
How dares this filly Woman thus preſume, 


In her crude injudicious Lines to name * 


* Thoſe ancient Poets of immortal Fame? 10 


The Women, now forſooth! are Authors grown, | g | 
And write ſuch Stuff our Sex would bluſh to own! th 


_ . : 
1 0 
106 þ! 
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(34) 


That I am dull, is what I own and know; 
2 But why I may'nt be privileg'd to ſhew 
That Dullneſs to a private Friend or two, 
(As to the World Male Writers often do) 
I-can't conceive: —Dullneſs alone's my Fault ; 
Guiltleſs of impious Jeſt, or obſcene Thought! 


None e're can fay that I haye looſely writ, 
Nor would at that dear Rate be thought a Wit. 
Fair Modeſty. was once our Sex's Pride, | | 
But ſome have thrown that baſhful Grace aſide : | 
The Bebus, the Manlzys head this motley Train, 
Politely lewd and wittily prophane ; 

Their Wit, their fluent Style (which all muſt own) 


Can never for their Levity atone - 


But " that {till its Goodneſs to denote, 4 
For every Poiſon gives an Antidote; T 
Firſt our Orinda, ſpotleſs in her Fame, 0 


As chaſte in Wit, - reſcu'd our Sex from Shame: 


* 


13 1 
And now, when Heywood? $ ſoft ſeducing Style 
Might heedlefs Youth and Innocence beguile, 
Angelic Wit, and pureſt Thoughts agree, 

In tuneful Singer, and great Winchelſea. 


For me, who never durſt to more pretend 
Than to amuſe myſelf, and pleaſe my Friend; 
If ſhe approves of my unskilful Lays; 
I dread no Critic, and defire no Praiſe. 
Oh, how I long with yon to paſs the Day, 
Sedately chearful, innocently gay ! ' 
Where Ahn glides, to breathe my native Air, 
To view our pleaſant Hills, and dear Moelgaer. 


But ſince theſe flatt ring Hopes now diſappear, 
And Tyes too potent will detain me here; 3 
Thy rural Pleaſures for a while ſuſpend, wit) 
Oh! come and comfort thy dejected Friend / i { g 


F 2. 1 Thy 
A Mountain in Denbighbire. 


4 
Thy Preſence only can afford Relief, 
Reſtore my Peace of Mind, and heal my Grief 5 
Thy joyous Conyerſe. will my Cares begule, 
And this fad Face ſhall learn again to ſmile! Ren 
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TOP Mrs A. GRIFFITH, 


Wit fe ome Poems 


D. A R to my Soul, and Sharer i in my Hear 


Accept the Trifles which. here im part, 
Imagine not, in Vanity, I ſend . EN 
Such worthleſs Toys, to ſuch a worthy Friend Lb 
*Tis to perform the Promiſe early made, 

T hat, all I wrote, ſhou'd at your Feet be laid. 
"WE I Rill loſe; but what the Muſe ſecures, - 
Is, as this Writer, 


very humbly Tour. 
April 7, 1733. 


On ids; Mrs Fre! n tr £4 
' Longueville, in an emproider a Sal, = 
all her own Wark. Se —_— 


o * 


. 


5 U R E, this Pe Lady s the fair won of 
g May * 
Tho' a Goddeſi, e' en Flora was never ſo gay, 
With ber Robe adorn'd, with the brighteſt of 
Flow! rs, 


- 


Which enamel the 8 or e the Bow 18. 
Had Eliæa been ſeen by the Folks of old Pond £ 
They had ſor. 'twas the Goddeſs appear d in her 


Bloom; 


4 8 


At the _ of her Garments with Flow rets ſtrew d 


; : x 
2 5 . 


From gazing, and word'rng—they'd __ PR adore. 


urs. 


Bchold, with what Skill ſhe has damask'd the Roſe ! 10 
he charming Carnation how crimſon d it glows ! [| 


On 


(38) 
There, the Lilly diſcloſes its ſnowy white Head, 
And here, their rich Pu rple the Violets ſpread; 
In fine Party-colours the Tulip is ſhown, 
The Jonquills, and Jeſſ 'mines appear newly blown. 
Th Auricula, there, its Perfection diſplays; : 


And here, bright Anemonies gloriouſly blaze. 


So falr a Creation, the Work of her Hands, 
Firſt attrafts my Regatd, then my Wonder commands; 
So verdant the Ground is, the Flow'rs are ſo gay, 

In the Midſt of Derember, you'd ſwear it was May! 
When thus we behold her, we needs muſt confeſs, 
Her Fancy and Judgment are ſeen in her Dreſs; 
In her Converſe, good Senſe, and good Humour wr 
And own her fine Outſide excell'd by her Mind, 


. 


(39) | / 
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To Lady WILLIAMS, and Mrs A. Da- 
VIES at Llanoorda. 


A Rambling BALL Apo. 
' To the Tune of the Abbot of Canterbury. 


; \ S I at my Window, one Day, was reflecting 
Of this thing, of that, and the other projecting; 


(Tho', of what I then thought, I can give no Account) 
I caſt up my Eyes, and beheld the fair Mount. 
Derry down, &c. 


When the Mount I beheld, it put me in Mind 
Of the prudently witty, th' ingeniouſly Kind: 
Within yonder Walls I oft cheerful have been, 
I viſh the dear Ladies were now ſaſe within. 
| Derry down, Rc. 


Ve 


How readily then the Aſcent I wou'd climb ! 
Much readier than raiſe my Style to ſublime) 
When 


(49) 
When arriv'd at the Door, I gently wou'd rap, 
For Fear of diſturbing my good Lady's Nap. 
3 oy Derry don, &c. 


But the Sound of the Rap has quite ruin'd my 
Theme, 
And made me perceive I was but in a | Dream ; 
Before I con'd enter into the fair Dome, 
I found I ſtood ſtill at my Window at Home. 
Derry down, &c 


And is it not thus, that in Life we do fare, 
When ſome darling Object takes up our whole Care? 
Borne High by our Hopes which we think Fate will 
crown, | 
Some Whim, or ſome Accident, tumbles us down. 
| | Derry down, &c. 


But now moralizing aſide I muſt lay, 


And, if it is poſſible, try to be gay, 


K 


(4a) 
Tho my Lady as yet ha nt Leave to come hither : 
O Hm! O Hymen! how ſtrong is thy Tether. 
Derry down, &c 


But I wiſh her now here, becauſe I dare ſay, 
Such Sights ſhe might ſec, the cant ſee every Day; 
Fine Shows to our Fair, and ſtrange Creatures ate 
come, | | 
And Folks call'd to fee them by Trumpet and Drum. 
Derry down, &c. 


| They're marvelous Sights, within Doors, no Doubt, 
Tho I'm humbly content to behold them, without; 
'Tis ſure no Injuſtice to gaze at the Sample, 
And follow the Dean of St Patrick's Example. 

Derry down, &c. 


ll 


There has been a Cuſtom for Time out of Mind, 
hich will be kept up by the grateful and kind, 


ho G | Some i 


(42) 
Some Token to ſend; from a Fair, ot a Wake, 
To keep, or to wear, for the kind Giyer's ſake. 
Derry down, &. 


There are now at our Fair a Thouſand fine Things, 
As Penknives, and Inkhorns, and charming GlaRing; 
Choice Buckles, and Bodkins, and Thimbles and 
Sltiſſars, 18 
Beſides a whole Shop, that's made up in the Tweezen, 
Derry down, &c, 


But of thoſe Sorts of Toys the Ladies have Plenty, 
And I doubt both my Judgment, and Rhino ar 
ſcanty, 
To chuſe what is neat, or beſtow many Pence,— 
Quoth the Muſe, prithee ſend them a Fairing of Senſe 
Derry down, &. 


A Fairing of Senſe ! how ſimple the Thought! 
Tis what they don't want, and what cannot be boug" 
The) 


(43) 
rey have more than enough; ; and ſurely thou'lt grant, 
I little can ſpare what I & viſibly want. | 


Derry down, &c. 


 Conyinc'd of this Truth; deſign'd to withd ras, 
When the Muſe ſlily wheedl'd me with an old Saw; 
There's Loye in a Nut, quoth ſhe, and it may be, ; 
Thy Love in a Ballad may pleaſe my good Lady. 

Derry down, &c, 


Soon caught—T determin'd a Ballad to write, 

took up my Pen, and began to endite ; 

I now to my Lady, and dear Madam Anne, 
* to ſcrible the Beſt that I can. 
| Derry down, &c. 


=>] 


nl Tall 

oy Dear Ladies, I hope this will find you in 
Health, | 

ac, and Contentment, in Pleaſure, and Wealth; 

ug 


T he : G 2 | ; In 


(44) 
In Pleaſure and Wealth! oh! it were moſt delighting, 
Cou'd I add—as I am, at this preſent Writing. 
Derry down, &c. 


And when will your Ladyſhip come to the Mount: 
Till I ſee you both there, each Minute Ill count; 
Fach Minute as tedious and long will appear, | 
As if 'twere + Moath; or indeed a whole Lear. 1 

Derry Gow; Ke, 


Does not Mrs. Davies long for the old Spot ? 


And pray what new Books has your Ladyſhip got? 
—1 thought ſomething — than this, I coud BM V 
lax; :: Oy ok: 
But the Muſe is a Jilt—for ſhe's lown quite away! WA 
Derry down, Ke 
"Tis thus that ſhe oft has ſeduc'd me to write, 
And when She as engag d me, ſhe proves a meer Bite 4 


T nov 


6% 
I how cou'd reſolve to believe her no more 
But ſuch Reſolutions Tye oft broke before. 
Derry down, &. 


8 a Tumult I hear, or ſome turbulent Gang 7 
I find tis a Hawker the Mob does harangue; 
« For a Ha penny here, four Songs you may buy, 
oh! who wou'd write Ballads ! enrag d, then I cry. 
Derry down, &c. 


But ſoon I conſider d my Ballad was new); 
And, Ladies, ſhou d firſt be preſented to you, 
While its quite Spick and Span, freſm ont of the 
And that muſt atone,—for the N othingneſs in't. 
. | Derry down, &e. 


Shou'd any one ask what my Ballad's about, 
its WY hola, or my Lady, cou'd ſcarce find it out; 


Ln Ti 


(46) 

A 'Tis 2 kind of a Patchwork; I own amongſt Friend, 
A new ſort of Sonnet of Odds and of Ends. 

© Es ado Derry down, Rc, 


If I truly do gueſs at what I intend, * . 
Tho my Ballad is od, 4 Fairing's my End $75 
TI wiſh I cou'd:make it, and write it in Order, 
But fit to . and tun d at Llanoordar. 

23 awed warell Derry dow, Rc. 
Cou'd I-manage my Odds, and Ends; to account, 
Like a Piece of Patchwork I've ſeen at the Mount, 

Where Nature is copy d ſo perfectly well. 
we doubt whether N ature, or Art doth excell. 
Soi r 2 beben & 
The 3 * verdant, and, thro' the whole 
ear, e 
The Lilly, the Roſe, i in \full 8 appear; 


. 


Auriculas, 


a 

Auriculas, Vilets, and Jeſſ mines in Bloom, 
Carations, and Tulips; enamel the Room. 
Derry down, &c. 


Not brighter the Colours in 1ris's Bow, 
Not fairer the Flowers which Flora can ſhew; 
Not Geres's Horn with more Plenty is gracd, 

Not Minerva herſelf cou'd 'em better have plac'd. 
| Derry down, &c. 


Let thoſe who belieye not, go thither and view, 
They'll find what I fay, for a Ballad too true; 
And own, the fine Work of ſuch delicate Fingers 
Shou'd be ſung by the Poets ;—-not by Ballad- 
cc. Singers. 

Derry down, &c. 

ole hs 

But now to my Subject my Subject, God wot ! 
And what I intended, I' ye almoſt forgot. 


—Will 
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From their Humble Servant be pleas d to recein 


That ſuch can't be purchas d throughout the whole 


[4 


(48) 
—Will dear Lady Williams, and good Mrs Davies, 


Thie z 
Derry down, &c, 


"Tis not very pretty, I freely muſt own ; 
But tis what I fancy'd, and choſe when alone: 
It might have been better, had the Muſe given Aid; 
But She's a fad ] ilt,—as before J have ſaid. 
i Derry down, Ke, 


7 But to recommend it, I boldly declare, 


Fair | ener tt B, 


L hope then my Fairing in Kindneſs you'll take, 
And read it, and fing it, for the poor Author' 


Sake. As 
6 J . Derry down, & 


Wrexham, March 17, 1732. 


In Imitation of the Thirty third OD a of the if 
Book of Horace. 5 


EASE, e gen'rous Cynthio, ceaſe to cinta; 21 
C And let the proud Eliza's Scorn 
No more thy Anger move : 
No more in ſoft Complaints declare, 
The giddy injudicious Fair 


Prefers a meaner Loye. 


The beauteous Coe Damon loves; 


But he Corinna more approves, 

Though ſtock d with much Ll- nature, 
While ſhe regardleſs of his Sighs, 
As he from Cloe, from him flies 

T” embrace another Creature. 
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. Thus cru! Live maintains his Sway! 
The Rich, the Mean, the Rude; the Gay, 
A + Unequal he inſnares : | 
-S yain or Senſe or Merit pleads, 
In vain ſincereſt Truth perſuades; 
He laughs at all our Cares rk 


. 4 


Een I this mad Caprice have prov'd,' 
When gentle Youths admir'd and loy'd, + 
And did my Grace implore: 


Ill-natur'd mon I receive, 


Rough as the wild H. * Wave, 
73 Thhat beats our Cambian Shore! 
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( 71 ) 2 


T0 NEHEMIAH GRIFFITH, Eg; 
In Imitation Horace. Ode I. Book ii. 
W HATE'ER, my Friend, the Heavens de- 


3 


. oy * 4, # 
CEES? © WAL YOI & = 
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Preſerve thy Mind ſerene and fre! 


Amidſt the Calm of proſp'rous State; 
Amidft the Storm of adverſe Fate; 08A 
Let not or Joy or Grief controul 

Thy ſteady firm unſhaken Soul. © 1 bug 


If Diſappointment's racking Fear, 
Or Loſs of Fortune you muſt bear; 
And, what yet more your Heart would move, 
The Lofo of Friends or Her you loye, 
Or, bleſs'd with Plenty, Mirth and Eaſe, 
You gently ſpend your bliſsful Days ; - : 
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(96) 


Lull'd with ſoft Thoughts, ſupincly laid 
Beneath the Laurel's friendly Shade. 


is all a Caſe — Life flies away, | 

And here we have not long to ftay ! 
Then guard thy Mind Grove baneful Care, V 

2 improve thy Country Seat prepare; 

Let Oak, and Elm, and Afh ariſe, 

A Shelter from inclement Skies: 

Nor think the T ask too mean to rear, 

And graſt, the Cherry, Peach, and Pear: 

Ne'er wiſh for ought beyond thy Pow'r, 

Enjoy with Thanks the preſent Hour ! 


A little while, my Fiend, and you 
Muſt bid theſe pleaſing Scenes adieu! 
Thy Meadows, by whoſe fertile Sides, 
The chryſtal 4/yn gently glides; 


ny 


(53 ö 
Thy Field, thy Woods, thou muſt reſign, 
And Rhuall be no longer thine. 


Nor will it much avail, is here 
In ſplendid Greatneſs you appear: 
Or if you muſt thoſe Views forego, 
And lead a Life obſcurely low: 
'Tis all alike; ſince nought can ſave, 
Or gain a Reſpite from the Grave : 
Each in his Turn muſt yield his Breath, 


And own the Pow'r of conqu'ring Death ! 


S- -e. . S . 


To Mr ThoMAs GRIFFITH, at the Uni- 


ver/ity of Glaſgow. 


Written in London, 1720. 


Y Or made th' erected Nine-pin fall, 
Who at the Shuffle-board were buſy, 
Or ran a Race with little Lucy; 


OU, Friend, who whilome toſs'd the Ball; 
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(54) 
Are now obſervant of the Rules, n 
And learned Precepts of the Schools, 2d A. 
1 perfect Maſter in Diſpute, | 


Propound, diſcuſs, prove, or conſute: 
In Teyms of Art can make appear, 
(*Gainſt Reaſons ftrong that intefſere,) 
A foppiſn Coxcomb's, nb Baboon, © 
Nor yet a Hog, a Highland Eootrg 
Tho all your Logick you muſt uſe, 1 
To prove a Matter ſo abſtruſe. 1 


Sometimes, your harraſs'd Mind t'unbend, 
| r= | 
You chat an Hour with Whiggiſh Friend, 


In penſive Mood ſteal out unſpy'd, 
To fetch a Walk by pleaſant Clyde : 
Or throw off your {cholaſtick Air, 


J amuſe yourſelf among the Fair z 


Where for one Mogg y you diſtinguiſh, 


Fou vow you'd all the Sex relinquiſh. 


Somet ime 


C8) 


Sometimes you ſee a Highland Beau 
Come trading down to Land call'd Low] ¾ wͥ 

His Durk laid by, the bonny Younker, 

By Dint of Argument would conquer. 

In Time he'll learn to make fine Speeches, 
o read, and write, and put on Breeches. 


But now, methinks, I hear you ſay, 
* Melia ſtill is wond'rous gay! - 
ſtriye with Patience to endure 2 
he Evils which I cannot cure. 
live ſecluded from the Town, © 
know but few, by ſew am known; 


ſeldom go to Park, or Play, 


\nd once a Fortnight drink my Tea. 

eedle, or Book 'twixt Thumb and Finger, 
ill tuneful Voice of Ballad- ſinger 

ll, ſometimes, make me throw it by, 

ind to the Window ſwiftly fly. 2 


time 


J 


- n —— — — — 


8 
From thence T hear the tatter d Dame, 
To dirty Mob, extoll the Fame 
« Of Glorious Gharles of Swedeland of ant 


\ 


. b. eh Nt, 
(But firſt ſhe hems, to clear her Throat,) 
In Praiſe of emmy, that Knight-Errant, , 
Whom fome ſtill Ormond call, I warrant ! 
That Rival of Great Sweden's Fame, 
And were his Fate to be the fame, | 
I will prefume 'twould granted be 81 02; 


He'd leave enow as wiſe as He, v4 
But while ſhe quaver d out her Song, 
Surrounded by the gaping Throng; 

Dire Fate!“ a Wagg among the Crond, 
Pretending Fear, thus cry'd aloud, 127007 
Vonder is Juſtice Brereton coming,” 01 
At this poor Moll ſcarce keeps from running 7 
She ſneeks away, the Mob diſperſe, * 
And ſo concludes this paltry Farce. 

; | With 


(#7) 


| With Girls, and Maids on Evening fair, 
In Tuttle- fields, I take the Air; | 
or ſometimes to the Mill-bank go, 
From thence I hear embroider'd Beau, 
And Belle in Garden-ſatin dreſt, 
With Gallantry exchange a Jeſt, 
In Language as polite, and neat, 
As cer was us d in Billinſgate. 

Methinks, my Caſe you now deplore, 
No Lady-vis'tants as of Yore ; 
No cheerful inoffenſive Chat, 
Of Books, and Wit, of this and that! 
What an inſipid Life you lead, 
were better you in Males had ſtay'd.” 


L hate, dear Coz, to waſte the Day, 
n prating Scandal, ſipping Tea; 
he ancient Cuſtom I would chuſe, 


hen two good Meals was all in Uſe: 
= Not 


With 


— — — 


1 
Not Toper- like, from Morn till N ight, 
Indulge my Sloth and Appetite. 
Once, (and but once,) your ſcribbling Friend 
on high-flown Lady did attend; 
Some of the modiſh Claſs ſoon came, 
To pay their Viſits to the Dame: 

With Scandal, Treaſon, Coffee, Tea, 
The Time paſs'd merrily away. 
Buch was their Malice, ſuch their Pride, 
They Carolina's ſelf decryd! | 
Then Maſquerade, Intrigue, and Dreſs, | | 
And all the trifling gay Exceſs | 
Of Equipage, rich Jewels, Rings, 
Expenſive Toys, and Gew-gaw Things, 


Were next th' elab rate Themes on which, | 
With much Redundancy of Speech, 
The Dames harangu'd ; till tir'd at laſt, 


I, to my dearer Jewels, hafte 3 


Dearer to me than coſtly Gem, 
Or lac d Gallant can be to them. 


1 


When gloomy Thouglits poſſeſs my Head, 
I pay my Vilits to the Dead 14 
Nought like the Abbey pleaſes then, | 
And Monuments of famous Men. | 
This Head with Victor Lawrel crown'd, 
Thoſe Brows poetick Bays have bound; 
The glorious Warrior, and the Wit, 
Muſt both to Death's dire Stroke ſubmit, 
But here, I frankly muſt confeſs, 
The Hero does affect me leſs | 
Than ſacred Bard: One gains a Name, 
But 'tis the other ſtamps his Fame. 
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Een Marlb'rough whoſe Renown excells 
The Tales which ancient Story tells 
Of Demy-gods; his Name would die, 
And Deeds in dark Oblivion lie; 

But that an Addiſon conveys 
Immortal Verſe to future Days, 


EY <a * 
- 
— 


12 


Till this vaſt Globe ſhall be no more. 
Rais d by an Emp'ror to his Fame, 


But facred Verſe will ne er decay. 


(60). 
In which his Acts will be read o'er, 


That Monument of wond'rous Frame, 


Devouring Time can waſte away; 


Perhaps, you think to hear from me, 
How Whiggs, and Tories now agree; 


The high-flown Sparks in a Bravado, 
Threaten'd us with a ſtrong Armado: 

They boaſted much of Men, and Money, 
Would come from Mach'vell Alberony. 

But Diſappointment, and Deſpair, ' 

Haye made them look like what they are. 
The Dons may bleſs the ſtormy Weather, |. 
That ſtop'd their Fleet from. coming hither ; 
For had they come, the Hogan Mogan, 

And Britons led by brave Cadogan, 


( 61 ) 
Wou'd ſoon have made them wiſh i in vain,” , 
They ne er had left their native . 


—But hold this Moment I have heard 
The Tories, who of late appear d, 
Dejected, dull, and melancholy, 

Are now once more grown brisk and jolly. 
They've had the welcome News from Spain, 
The Fleet's equipping out again; 

And Chevalicr's to be Commander! 

A weeping Chief ! great Alexander 

Wept for more Worlds (as ſays the Story,) 
Merely for Fighting's Sake and Glory; 

But Chevalier in Peace delighting, 

ept for a Kingdom—not for Fighting ! 

I neer diſturb my Head with Cares, 

Of grand and weighty State-affairs 

While George is Britain's Faith's Defender, 
dread nor Spaniard, nor Pretender. 


— — 3 — - 
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662) 
Tis Time, dear Coz, T How ſhould ceaſe, 
And give us both a kind Releaſe ! 
Tm ſure I've tir'd myſelf, and you, 
With this wild Rhapſody. Adieu. - 


A EXLTER EE LE L EX LEE! 


An Epiſtle 20 Sir RICHARD STEELE ; 
On the Death of Mr Addiſon.” 


1 I, O Heele! preſumptuous ſhall appear, 

And theſe unskilful Notes offend thy Ear; 

Forbear to cenſure what I've artleſs writ, 

No well-bred Man e'er damn'd a Woman's Wit. 

But ſure there's none of all th inſpir d Train, 
Who do not of thy Indolence complain! 

Ingrate, or indolent ! or why, thus long, 

Should Addiſon require his Funeral-ſong? 

When a lov'd Monarch quits his Cares below, 

The meaneſt Subjects joyn the common Woe ; 


(63) 

But from the Fav rite who his Worth beſt knew, 55 
A Tribute of ſuperior Grief is due. 

Shall Ramſay, and Meliſſa Lays produce, 

That a Mechanick, this a Woman's Muſe. 

While Thou, Wit's ſole ſurviving Hope, ſupine, 
The melancholy Theme doſt ſtill decline? 


Exert that Fire that glows within your Breaſt, 
Nor longer thus in lazy Silence reſt ; 
Aloft your skilful Muſe can wing her Flight, 


And emulate his Strains whoſe Praiſe you write, 


For me, the meaneſt of the tuneful Train, 

T attempt th' unequal Task were fond and yain ; 
But could I ſing Oh! facred Shade! thy Praiſe 
Alone ſhould claim, alone inſpire my Lays. 

hou kind Preceptor of the tender Fair ! 

reat was the Charge, and generous the Care. 

ou ſhew'd us Virtue ſo celeſtial bright, 


80 amiable in ſo divine a Light; 


Bal "TON Aham ' d 


r 
Aſham d at laſt falſe Glories we reſign'd, 
A By Thee inſtructed to improve the Mind. | 


How oft reclin'd beneath a ſylvan Shade, 
Have 1 thy Marcia read, thy matchleſs Maid 
In her ſuperior Worth, and Virtue ſhine; 
Her Wiſdom, Manners, her whole ſelf divine; 
In her a great exalted Mind appears ; 
And gentle Lucia melts my Soul to Tears. 


| Here, O ye Fair! in this bright Mirror learn, 
Vour Minds with never-ſading Charms t'adorn ! 
On theſe Accompliſhments beſtow ſome Gare, 
Tis no great Merit, to be only fair. 

His Roſamonaa ſhall for ever prove, 

A Mark to keep us fafe from guilty, Love. 
Beauty's a Snare, unleſs with Virtue joyn'd, 
An Angel-form, ſhould have an Angel-mind; 
B at when the Bard diſplays the artful Scene, 
The ſuppliant Beauty, and the vengeful Queen, 


In 


-- (TW) 
In melting Notes ſings her diſat'rous Lore; 
With Tears we pity what we can't approve. | 


How learn'd he was, O Steele ! do thou declare ; | 


Some Works there are, wrought up by Rules of Art, 
Where poor excluded Nature had no Part; 

But he the Stag yrité's ſtrict Axioms knew, 

And ſtill to Nature, as to Art was true. 

He touch'd the Heart, the Paſſions could command, 
was Nature all, but mended by his Hand. 
Sublime his Style, his Sentiments refin'd, 

Full of Benevolence to all Mankind. 

In more than Theory he Religion knew, 

\nd kept the Heay'nly Goddeſs ſtill in view ; 

Rapt on her Wings, his Soul extatick ſoars, 

Leaves our dull Orb, a better World explores, 

And now he as reach d the Etherial Plains above, 

Th eternal Seat of Harmony and Love; 


K Bleſt 


For that's a Task beyond a Woman's Sphere. 0 
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( 66 ) 


Bleſt Harmony, and Love a-new inſpire, - 
With Hymns, like theirs, he joyns th Angelick Quir. 


He's gone! oh, never, never to return; | 
Around his Tomb, ye ſacred Muſes, mourn! 
Vour pious Tears on the cold Marble ſhed, 
You loy'd him living, now lament him dead! 
Cold is that Breaſt, where glow'd your hallow'd Finz 
Silent that Voice, whoſe Notes you did inſpire; 
Still lies that Hand, the Lyre harmonious ſtrung, 
Unmoy'd the gen'rous Heart, and mute the tuneful 
Tongue 
That Dome, where his Remains now lye confin'd, 
Holds ft the Clay that held a nobler Mind. 
Here peaceful reſt, to wait Heay'n's great Decree ; 
| Soft be thy Slumbers, ſweet thy Waking be! 


Who can his JVarwick's anxious Woes expreſs, 
The bitter Anguiſh, and the deep Diſtreſs? 


irt 


(67 ) 
The loyely Mourner does not grieve alone; 
But diſtant Cambria echoes to each Groan; 
Her native Country lends this poor Relief, 
We weep, we ſigh, with ſimpathetick Grief. 
Ey'n I, oppreſs'd with Sorrows of my own, 
Suſpend them all to mourn her Addiſon. 
O will She deign t' accept theſe lowly Lays, 
My humble Muſe thus offers to his Praiſe! 
0 may the lovely Child, the budding Fair, 
Sooth all her Griefs, and ſweeten eyery Care. 
Still grow in Virtue, as ſhe grows in Years, 


'Till ſhe in full-blown Excellence appears ! 


May ſhe be perfect, as his Fancy wrought, 


The Poet's Race excel the Poct's Thought! 
Let blooming Charms united Marcia grace, 
Her Sire's exalted Wit, her Mother's beauteous Face. 


And quit the gaudy Pleaſures Life can give, 


(68) 


On reading the Gas, By TRHO A 
GRIFFITH, EV: 
N Lines ſo ſoſt you ſpeak the Poet's Praiſe, 
Who wou'd not dye that cou'd inſpire thy 
Lays! 


In ſweet Meliſſas deathleſs Verſe to live; 
E'en much loy'd Addiſon we leſs lament, 
Since thou haſt rais'd him ſuch a Monument! 
So well the Poet, and the Chriſtian's drawn, 
As muſt excel all Features, but thy own. 


(69) 
. TO FOTOLOTOTOTOZOZOTOTO IO LOLOPCIOZOC TOTO MOTCTOTD? 
A THOUGHT, 
Cccaſſoned by being preſent at the Death of a Friend; 
May 28, 1720. 1 5 
OW dreadful tis to yield this fleeting Breath! 
Well art thou ftil'd the King of Terrors, 
Death! 
If ought could reconcile us to thy Sway, 
And make the Soul content to leave its Clay; 
Here might we learn. How peaceful ſhe reſigns, 
Her Faith ſtill riſing, as her Strength declines! 
With fervent Longings ſhe defires to be | 
From this frail, ſinful Tabernacle free, 


O dear Redeemer, and to reſt with Thee ! 


Her Pray'rs are heard; the pious Soul is fled ! 
Oh! may we all that now lament the Dead, | 
Prepare to meet our own approaching Dooms ! 


Unknown the Hour, at which the Maſter comes. 


Here 


(70) 


Here uninform'd we ſee the mortal Frame; 
T he Soul's return'd to Heay'n from whence it came: 
This Body ſhall i in Time riſe up again, 
And re-united with the Soul remain; 

This Tongue now mute, in Hymns employ'd ſhall be, 
And theſe dark Eyes their Maker's Face ſhall ſee. 


How ſweet is the Rememb'rance of the juſt! 
It flouriſhes in Death, and bloſſoms in the Duſt. 
To me thy Mem'ry ſhall be eyer dear, 

God's gracious Work did in thy Life appear ; 
May his renewing Grace my Soul refine, 

And grant my latter End may be like thine ! 


(71) 


See 4% % 


On a Sight of the foregoing Lines. By N. 
GRIFFITHS, £/q; 
H US human Wit is truly made divine, 
When Heaven itſelf inſpires a Soul like 


thine ! 


Thus ever write! devoutly thus aſpire 

To join, before thy Time, the bleſt celeſtial Choir! 
We too in thy Applauſe will learn to ſoar, 

Forget Meliſſa, and the Saint adore. 


HYMN tro be CREATOR, 1 
L wn 

Wiſe Creator, Pow'r immenſe, 
Who built this wond'rous Frame ! 


Thy Wiſdom and Omnipotence, 


Thy glorious Works proclaim. 


(72) 
IT. 
The anfaſkion'd Maſs thy Wiſdom made 
In beauteous Order ſhine; 
And all the ſpacious Void obey'd 
Thy forming Pow'r divine. 
ee e ee ee. 
| Theſe poisd the Earth, and fix'd each Pole, 


And bade the Ocean flow; 
The radiant Orbs, and Stars that roll, 
To Thee their Luſtre owe. 
| IV. 
| O how ſtupendous is thy Pow'r, 


How fathomleſs thy Ways! | 
No human Wit can them explore, 
They mock our weak Effays. 
V. 
O how aſtoniſhing thy Love, 
Thy Mercy and thy Truth“ 
How gently, Lord, doſt thou reproye 


Th' Offences of my Youth! | 


73) 

| et Fs 

In Folly Tve conſum d my Time, 
And Error's wand'ring Maze; | 

Forgive, O Lord ! my former Crime, 
And guard my future Days. 

| vt 

My Mind, like the firft ſormleſs Waſte, 
Is void of Light and Grace; 

Confus d Ideas jarring haſte, 
Oer all the gloomy Space. 

i VII. 

Let thy enlight'ning Beams appear, 
Reform my froward Will; 

My Reaſon let thy Wiſdom clear, 
Thy Love my Spirit fill. | 5 

IX. 

My vain Deſires, O Lord controul, 
Renewing Grace beſtow ! 

Lift up my dull and ſtupid Soul 
From Groy'ling here below. 

L 


(994) 
A. 
My lifeleſs, cold, corrupted Mind, 
With boly Antoar :; | 
That when 'tis from the Droſs refin'd, 
To Thee it may aſpire. 
To Thee, Almighty Pow'r ſupreme, 
In grateful Songs I'd ſoar ! | 
And ill perſue th' eternal Theme, 
Eternally adore. | 


OR I Re FR IR IR PR I Ne NR IR PR MR RON 


EPISTLE ro Mr Tao. GRIFFITH, 1720. 
NGENIOUS Youth, who ſtudiouſly prepare 
I To make the Health of human Kind your Care; 
To You, I now endite, in penſive Strain, 
Who late addrefs'd you in a jocund Vein. 


If there be ought within the Pow'r of Art, 


Of Force to cure a Sorrow-wounded Heart, 


To 


(7) 
To mitigate the Torments of the Mind, 

And from oppreſſive Woes telieye Mankind, 
! find the Secret in its dark Receſs, 
And fighing Millions will thy Labours bleſs! 


But oh! how vain it is to hope Relief 
From Phyſick's Art for Love or anxious Grief ! 
The Torments of the firſt, you beſt can tell, 
ind I, the Anguiſh of the laſt too well. 

But ſuch dire Ills, which will admit no Cure, 
Kind Heay'n enables Mortals to endure; 

And for Diſeaſes whoſe Malignance kill, 

\llows us to employ the learn'd Phyſician's Skill, 
Let ſuch, O Griffith! thy Preceptors be, 

Let ſuch engage thy ſtudious Scrutiny; 


rom their Arcana cull the choiceſt Store, 


\nd Nature's wond'rous Myſteries explore. 


Phebus, the God of Phyſick, and of Wit, 
Lo Daphne's Beauty did his Pow'r ſubmit ; 
L 2 | His 


His Skill in Herbs, and on the Golden Lyre, 
Affords no Cure for Love's relentleſs Fire. 

To charm the Nymph harmonious Lays he tries, 
He eagerly perſues, ſhe coyly flies; 

Dubious the Strife did for a while appear; 

The God was wing'd by Love, the Nymph by Fear, 
But Love prevails ; he ſprings to catch the Fair, 
When Penens ſhe invokes, who hears her Pray'r: 
She's turn d to Laurel in th' unequal Chace, 

And thus trans form d eludes the God's Emb race. 
Phzbus, thus mock'd, did in his Wrath ordain, 
That all who fing like him, like him ſhould meet 

 Diſdain: 
But yet to caſe Deſpair, he did decree 
The ſweet condoling Charms of Poetry ; 


And to his genuine favour'd Sons allows 

A Wreath of Laurel to adorn their Brows. | 
Like Fhæbus, Thou haft loy'd, like Phebus, ſung 
Harmonious Lays ſtill lowing from thy Tongue; 


The 


6 
The Maledicdion too thy Youth has born, 
In haughty Sacbariſſas cruel Scorn. 50870 
For Love diſdain d, accept of unſought Praiſe ; 
Phebus himſelf preſents Thee with the Bays ! 
Wou'd he propitious to my Wiſh attend, 
A nobler Gift ſhould recompenſe my Friend; 
Such as on AZſculapins he beſtow'd, . 
To whom the Science he reveal'd and ſhew'd : 
The Son did in his Father's Arts ſucceed, 
And, from contagious Ills, the Latians free'd. 


May Heay'n, from Britain, ſuch dire Plagues avert, 
And guard us from the peſtilential Dart ! 
To ſuff'ring Neighbours ſmiling Health reſtore, 
And keep th' impending Danger from our Shore / 
The wond'rous Faculty employs your Mind, 
You ſtudy to be uſeful to Mankind ; 
g O may th' All-wiſe propitiouſly incline, 
The true Apollo bleſs thy great Deſign ! 


(678) 

| I Giacious to Thee, his Supplicant, impart 
= Myſterious Secrets of the healing Art! 
May'ſt thou in Riches, and in Honours ſhare, 
And future Kings be truſted to thy Care: 
And may ſt thou be (kind Heay'n the Wiſh allow.) 
As learn'd, as much rever'd, as Mead is now. 


A QUERY. Occaſioned ” Reading 


PRIOR S Ama 


To One that loves good _ 
Written at the Requeſt of Sir R. M. 


OR ever bleſt be Prior's Shade! 
F Such Demonſtration he has made, 
Of Alma's Progreſs thro all Ages, 
And eke of all her different Stages; 
That Whimſeys of the Pineal-Glanld 
(Which few, or none, can underſtand). 
Are to my Thinking now become, 


Like Tales of Long Meg, or Tom Thumb. 


_ 


e 
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(79) 

—But what, ſays Thomas, means this Rapture 2 
Be pleas'd to read quite thro' the Chapter; : 

And then perhaps you U take the Hint: 

We mean, if there be any int. 


That Alma's Bent, or Inclination, 
Is influenc'd by her Situation: 
If her Abode be freſh and gay, 
Her Biaſs is to ſportive Play ; 
But if her Lodging is grown crazy, 
She's, or too careful, or too lazy: 
Two Inſtances I will apply, 
Which you will grant, or elſe deny. 
Sure, as you hate a long Epiſtle, 
Young Charlotte's Maid Rill hunts the Whiſtle ; 
While Fane by adyerſe Fate made dull, 
And juſt but one Degree bove Fool, 
Is frugal, as Friend Chriſtian thought, 
Oren how to ſave the Groat, 


* 


Zut 


(80 


When O pheus touches his Bak-yiol, | 
(T heſe T ruths admit of no Denial.) 
Soon as th' harmonious Sounds e hear, 
Alma is charm'd up to the Ear; 
When we partake the rich Repaſt, 
Then Alma dwells upon the Taſte ; 
From whence ſome would draw Inferences 
That Alma's ſelf is but the Senſes. 
To your wiſe Sex we yield Dominion; 
Pray, fend us your profound Opinion, | 
If when the Bacon eats delicious, 
Or brisk Champaign drinks rich and 10 ſcious, 
Reſolve my Doubt, and plainly tell me, 
Is Alno, in the Taſte, or Belly? . 


= QurR NI 
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9 with Ills, and ſunk beneath the 
Weight 
Of anxious Grief, and unrelenting Fate, 


Succeſſive Woes, and ne ver- ceaſing Care; 
Abandon'd to Misfortune and Deſpair, 

How can the gloomy long neglected Muſe 

One tuneful Strain, or cheerful Thought infuſe ? 
— But elevated Worth, like Phebus' Rays, 

Een thro' the Gloom, its Influence diſplays ; 
Suſpends my Griefs, inſpires with Joy ſupreme, 
Pleaſure immenſe, while M—//—r is my Theme 


With each ſuperior Excellence replete, 
Virtue-innate, and Soul ſublimely great ; 
The Subſtitute of Heay'n you ſeem to ftand, 


Beſtowing Plenty with a bounteous Hand. 
M | The 


( 82 ) 
The beſt of Brothers, and the beſt Ally ! 
Thrice happy they who on your Care rely ! 
Secure of all that may their Wiſhes pleaſe, 


Splendor, Indulgence, and Eaſe. 


May thoſe whom you with Love inceſſant it blck, 
8 your Goodneſs, and your Worth confeſs ! 
How noble, how beiievolent;cypuare, ; 

Let Obligation ſpeak, and Gratitude declare; 

Shou'd thoſe. be mute, —-yet Truth will force its 
Way, > 20", Alen 

And blaze your Merit in the Face of b. | 


With Wiſdom, Honour, Wealth, FA amply | 
bleſs'd, 
Three Talents rarely by one Man ——— d; 
But, Sir, your Chriſtian Graces far excel, 
Rich in good Works, and wiſe in living well : 
True Wiſdom you have found, celeſtial Grace! 
Her Ways are pleaſant, and her Paths are Peace. 


683) 
In this uncommon Path ſtill perſevere, 
And of the pious Few till Chief appear; 
May that Kind Pow'r who all your Good conveys, 
Crown you with Health, Content, and Length of 
Days! 


The choiceſt Talents have too much Allay, 
Till bright Religions pure refining Ray 
With beatifick Graces makes them ſhine, 
And her Impreſſion ſtamps them all divine. 
Ev'n Wiſdom is too frequently auſtere, 
And over-awes with Look and Brow ſeyere; 
Learning, and Knowledge, (valu'd Gifts !) may be 
To Oſtentation prone, and Self. ſufficieney; 
Riches, and Honour, too, too oſt miſguide, 


And prompt the Soul to Avarice, or Pride. 


But where Religion is, her Pow'r is ſeen, 


The Wiſe inſtructs with Countenance ſerene: 


| M 2 The 


684) 
| The Learn'd convinc'd that Nothing's all he knows, 
Looks to the Source, whence perfect Knowledge 
flows : 
The Rich is liberal, humble is the Great, 
And condeſcends to thoſe of low Eſtate, 


One of theſe Gifts by ſuch is oft poſſeſt, 
Who want, or want a Reliſh for, the Reſt; 
A Talent this, a Virtue that does crown, | | 
Accumulated Gifts are rarely known ; ] 
But leſt for eyer we deſpair to find ] 
All theſe Endearments in one Man combin'd, 
Propitious Heay'n has join'd them once, we ſec, 


Ad gen'rous M- Ar is the wond'rous He. 


„ ©: er” Hoe ooo ane 


Written 


Written in Mr Law's Treatiſe on Chri- 
tian Perfection; being the Gift of 
Mrs MYDDELTON. 


1 Perfection with more Luſtre 


ſhines, 


In the bright Giyer's Life, than Author's Lines; 
His rigid Senſe, the Cynick much betrays, 

Her heavenly Life, the perfect Soul diſplays ; 
With each accompliſh'd Grace, in her are Joyn'd 
The Chriſtian Frame, and Sanctity of Mind. 
The one Thing needful wiſely is her Care ; 

Too few alas ! of ſuch Examples are ! 

Thoſe num'rous Virtues rarely meet in one, 


Which we admire, in matchleſs Myddelton. 


2 | To 


(86) 
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To Mrs Many Harz; Jan. I, 1728, 
With Mr Wa L*LER S Poems. 
* 
N' W Janus turns his youthful Face, l 
The common Wiſh no doubt you hear, 


Which flows from ey'ry Mouth apace, i þ 
Il wiſh you, Mad'm, a happy Year. 
: | M. 1 
But you, whom Heav'n indulgent plac'd 
Beneath' its lov'd Maria's Care 5 
Maria, with each Virtue grac'd, 
That cer adorn'd the Wiſe, or Fair. 
obo 44 % Mr. 
Maria, whoſe exalted Senſe, 
With ſtricteſt Piety is joyn'd, 
And each ſuperior Excellence, 
With the moſt humble Chriſtian Mind. 


(87) 
IV. 
You,” who ſuch Happineſs enſo ,, 
Can no new Wiſh expect from me; 
Nor can I ams one Thought of Joy, 
Could add to your Felicity. 
1 A AH ar! 
May you continue ſtill her Care, 
In Health and Happineſs ſincere; 
And long may Heav'n Maria ſpare, | 
Long bleſs us with one Angel here! 
| wa; VI. 
My Numbers harſh and incorrect, 
A Taſte fo delicate can't pleaſe; 


But ſure, great Waller you'll reſpect, 
The Bard fo fam'd for tuneſul Lays! 


VII. 
He, your Acceptance humbly, cravess, + 


Ambitious to preſerve his Fame; 


nd begs. you would adorn his Leaves, 


With the Inſcription of your Name. 


(8) 
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On Mrs MyDDELTON,sS Picture. 
Drawn by Mr HoLLAND.' 
! Had I Holland's wond'rous Art to trace 
O Th' engaging Sweetneſs of the lovely Face! 

Or, Words divine as Addiſor's could find | 
T' expreſs th' Heay'nly Beauties of the Mind! 
Inceſſant ſhould my Pen, and Pencil,” be 
Delightſully employ'd, O Myadelton | on Thee! 
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To the Author of the Progreſs of. Poetry, 
Printed in the White-Hall Evening Poft. 


He O tenth Muſe! nor ſcorn the artleſ 
Praiſe, | 2410) 
One of thy Sex to thy ſmooth Numbers pays; 


Thy 


(8) 


Thy mighty Genius in diſtinguiſh 'd Light, 
Soft-flowing, copious, active, ſtrong and bright, 
Artful diſplays a laurel'd ſacred Train, 

In ſo ſublime, ſo heay'nly ſweet a Strain, 

The moſt harmonious of th' harmonious Choir, 

Or Phæbus ſelf might yield to Thee his Lyre. 
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To Mrs Mary HALE; Jan. 1, 1729. 
 With'Prior's Poems. 


90 Þ; Y Prior, fam'd for jocund Song, 
Loy'd to amuſe the Fair and Young ) 
Ty. Then wonder not, his Lays appear 


To wiſh my Friend a happy Year. 
eb Yay Health reftor'd, a Mind at Faſe, 
Refreſhing Nights, and chearful Days, 


Be eyer thine; and Joys {till run, 


Inceſſant as the circling Sun ! 
N 


3 


4 


May 'ſt thou, (ye Pow'rs regard my Pray'r !) 
Be ſtill Maria's tender Care ! 
| Kind Heav'n did well for thee provide : 
A Saint is both thy Guard, and Guide. 


r drone oy ore reroreloredar odor dr 


ODE: On the Birth-day of the Hi 
nour 'd Mrs MyDD ELTON. Feb. 8. 


— 


J. 
\ R ISE, fair Sun! proſuſely gay, 


In all thy radiant Glories dreſt; E 
All thy reſplendent Locks diſplay, 
Shine forth as in thy native Eaſt. V\ 
To our cold North thy Pow'r extend, 
And kindly Warmth convey; * 
Thy choiceſt Beams, and Bleſſings ſend, 
In 


To crown this happy Day! 


2 


15 
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II. 

Haſte from the Wint'ry Signs, and chaſe 

Bleak Winds, keen Froſt, and Sleets from hence : 
Roll on thy Orb a quicker Pace, 

Here, ſhed thy vernal Influence : 
Awake the Flow'rs, and Bloſſoms gay, 

Let Zephir Odours bring; 
May this diſtinguiſh'd Natal Day 

Anticipate the Spring ! 


ITE. 
Hail Day ! when Heay'n, propitious kind, 
To Cambria gave a matchleſs Dame; 
Whoſe graceful Form, and God-like Mind, 
Ey'n daring Atheiſts might reclaim. 
With ev'ry Grace profuſely bleſs'd, 
With ev'ry Charm replete ; 
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In her fair Virtue ſtands confeſs d, 
And ſmiles ſerenely Great. 
N 2 IV. Perception 


\ 
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| | | IV. | 
Perception clear, a Genius fine, 
With Elegance of Taſte unite; 
Religion, Learning, Wiſdom, joyn 
To form her Soul divinely bright. 
Her Bounty, Charity, Good-will, 
Do evidently ſnew, 
The ſocial Train her Boſom fill, 


And thence inceſſant flow. 


V. 
But oh! how vain the giddy Muſe, 
That for unequal lowly Lays, 
Dares an exalted Subject chuſe, 
And offer diſproportion'd Praiſe! 
Aſſiſt your Sex, ye tuneful Nine, 
Attend the darling Theme, 
Let Numbers, Senſe, and Fancy ſhine 
Bright as Maria's Fame 


7 


( 93 ) 


VL 
How vain th' Attempt ! Erato cries, 


Can'ſt thou c'er count the ſhining Train 
Of glitt'ring Stars, that croud the Skies? 

The bearded Product of the Plain ? 
The Leaves which Autumn's Tempeſts fell? 

The liquid Pearls that deck the Morn ? 
Then, count the Charms, the Graces tell, 
That lovely Myddelton adorn ! 


FFF 


To Mrs Mary BenNET, who de ſired 
me to write out the Mottos, and De- 
corations of Sir RICHARD TREVOR'S 
Pictures; in the Gallery at Trevalyn. 


* RD with Quadrille, th! Aſſembly Room 
I fled, 
And left the Living to behold the Dead; 


Tow In 


| (94) 
In penſive Mood the Gallery I fought, | 
And there indulg'd a melancholy Thought. 


Here, Canvas Czſars ſternly guard the Wall, 
As monſtrous as the Giants in Guild-Hall ; 
There Villiers, Deza here, the Painter drew, 
Sure, Vandyke's Art we in thoſe Pieces view ! 
From Works of unskill'd Hands T turn my Sight, 
Hands, as unfit to paint, as —mine to write. 


Here, Rome's ſworn En'my, who, in Ganz#'s Field, 


Taught the World's Conqu'rors to his Arms to yield; 


And there, great Gharles, who with ſuperior Mind, 
Th' Empire, Indies, and the World, refign'd. 


Here, ſlaught' ring Chiefs who Terror us'd to moye, 


And there, fair Ladies who inſpir'd with Love. 


— Concern'd the fading Copies I ſuryey'd ; 


Alas! th' Originals are quite decay'd; 


Death o'er their Triumphs did his own advance, 


And force'd his Captiyes to learn Holben's Dance. 


None 


(95), 
None Living now are repreſented here, 

Thoſe ſleep in Death, who in theſe Shades appear. 
A ſolemn Scene! where ey'ry thoughtful Mind 


May, in each Piece, Memento mori find. 


In Contemplation loſt, —at laſt I view 


Your fay'rite Knight, then Madam, think of you; 


The Thoughts of you can always Pleaſure give; 
They've charm'd me from the Dead, — find I live! 
I run for Pen and Ink, and with Delight 

Write down the Trophies of the youthful Knight; 


Cordials, Conſerves, with which, when grown a Sage, 


, He cheer'd his Heart in his declining Age. 
Could I his Picture draw, I'd ſend that too; 
„ Were he alive, I might have more to do; 
Perhaps, his Secretary T ſhould be, 
To write his Thanks in high-flown Poetry. 
| The courtly Knight, no doubt, would think it 


meet 


To lay his Puns, and Picture at your Feet. 


And to "RY a new Collection club his . 


(6 


And rival Curbet, and gay Luſhington; "WD 
Nay, what (I doubt) would make myſelf repine, 


He'd out-do Howard's finiſh'd Verſe,—and Mine. 


EXEDETEELLEFFEALTEEEES EEELED 


On Mrs SysB11. EGERTON's /imgine an 
Anthem in Wann Church, * 
21, 1730. 


N Maro's Fiction, the Chmean Maid. 
I Conducts /Zneas to the Eligian Shade; 
The Sils pow'rful Call ſoon gains Acceſs, 
To their imagin'd Realms of Harmony and Bliſs. 


What Thanks do we our real Sy owe, 
For giving us a Taſte of Heay'n, below ? 
No gloomy Paths, or Cates, for her we trod, 
She ſhone an Angel in the Houſe of God. 
When to her Maker's Praiſe, ſhe tunes her Voice; 


What Soul's not rapt, what Heart does not rejoyce 
| She 


£4. 


1 
Ws 


1 
She, on the Royal Poet's Words beſtows, 
Such moving Alm; as he diderſt comp, ö 
When to his God he ſtrung the living Lyre, 
Ant Son's Danghtes jyr tf harmonious Choir 
met ene n uc 
Methinks, J ſee the venerable * Shade, | ; 
Charm'd with the Notes ſhe ſo divinely ſings, . ; 
Strive to awake his Harp, and animate the Strings. 


7 


* 
„ I 4 
* wo 41 


Sure, fn. joy d to bear their Heay'nly Song, 
In Heay'nly Strains, flow from a mortal Tongue ! LE 
Bleſt Maid to God thy tuneful Voice deyote, bs, 
Let Allehya's ever grace thy each melodious Note. 


mh, 


1 da oned by Mr W—14d's Verſes to him in Prai|; 
of the foregoing. 


Von Friend's kind Applauſe is ſo cleyer and 


clean, 
I fear in my Heart it will make me grow vain; 


Tho' Flattery is what you Men make a Jeſt on, 


Yet 'tis what we Women too greedily feaſt on. 

Ambroſia, or Nectar, had ne'cr ſuch a Flavour: 

Who offers this Incenſe, ſans doubt, wins our Fa you. 

This granted; th' Effect of Courſe is allow d, 

Which is, that it makes us fantaſtick and proud. 

Should this be my Caſe—ſhould I grow pert and 
bold! | 


Why, Sir, you muſt thank your good Friend „/. 


mondſeld, 


Who ſo with his Praiſe has cajol'd me of late, 
That my Brain, like a Whirligigg turns in my Pate 
EE | You 


AMA 


I oy 


nd 


Ul. 


ate. 


Lon 


699) 


1 cunningly bribe me with Compliments 
terſe; 
To furniſh you ſtill with ſome more of my Verſe; 
When they've coſt you a Reading, when you'ye found 
ey ry Fault, 
Tho they are not far- ſetch d, you'll think them dear 
bought. | | 
For, in my own Judgment, there's nothing that 
mine is, ; 
But flags long before you can reach near a Finis. 
You ask ſtill for more; ſhould I bring a whole 
Book, 
And add Annotations ! how ſimply you'd look 
Suppoſe that Meliſſa to you ſhould demean, as 
Once to the Author of Qui fit Mecenas — 
Did th' impertinent Scribbler, who'd paſs for a Wit? 
—He talk'd your Friend Horace into ſplenetick Fit. 
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Should I ſerve you fo; pray, who can you blame, 


But 7—ks, and his merty Friend Mt for the ſame? 

In reprieve you this ”—_ if 1 but recom- 
- mend | 

dpi Service and Thinks to your — Friend 

And believe that I am, without the leaſt * 


In Verſe, or plain Proſc, 


2 our Servant * Humbl, 


| 2 ; eb LR 
1 * * + + # +» { . 4 4 , 


092% dresses ese veacscss, 


s OP" ; 


To 12 — BERTS on * wes Ser 


' . Written on her Birth-day, Jan. 6, 1731. 
— did thus her Time eniploy, 
Till her low'd vnd rig Lord return d fron 
nz bod. ney 02.5 Wb oe cf 


| While He was fated Aerie Realms to roam, 
The prudent Queen play'd the good Wife at Home; 
- While he the various Turns of Fortune knew, 


She ply'd the Loom, and th' Ivory Shuttle threw: 
5 100 1 Ni 


rom 


\ 
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* 


| & the dull Hours you at your Wheel deckive, 


And draw a Web, fit for a Queen to weaye. 


* 


N 5 
+» % * 9 „„ 


. 
* 


Wiſe the Reſolve; when to your Wheel you fate, 


The Wheel, beſt Emblem of our worldly State; 


Still changing, varying, always moving found, 
Where high and low, alternate, take their round, ö 


With skilful Hand you manage this Machine, 
May like Succeſs thro! all your Life be ſeen! 
May each revolving Year with Joy be ctown'd, 


And this your Natal Day ftill happy found! 


- 
* 
o © T \ * . * 
. 1. * * - Jy 4 
- 


Let no proud Dame the Spinning Art deſpiſe, 
Which from the wiſe Minerva togk its Riſe ; 
And which Aliza for Amuſement choſe | 
To lighten Abſence, and to ſoften Woes. 
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To the Honourable Miſs STEWART, #01 


Counteſs of Seaforth, on the Death of 


her Brother, the Honourable ALEXAN- 
DER STEWART, Ejq; 


* Y, Mourner, fay ! can nought thy Spirit 
Wilt thou no more the Voice of Comfort hear ! 
Still muſt that tender Boſom throb with Woe ? 
Still muſt thoſe radiant Eyes with Tears o'erflow ? 
Still wilt thou droop, like ſome Fair fading Flow! 
Shall canker Grief thy roſy Bloom devour ? 


cheer ? 


Or, can a friendly ſympathizing Heart, 
That in thy Weight of Sorrow bears a Part, 
That feels thy Anguiſh, and repeats thy Sighs, 
Bleeds for each Tear that floods thy beauteous Eyes 
Say! can this Heart, that makes thy Suff rings min 
Dear loyely Mourner ! give ſome Eaſe to thine ? 
Hoy 


its 


yes 


min 


Hoi 


( 103) 


How great thy Loſs, how juſt thy Sorrows are, 


All thoſe who knew the noble Youth declare: 
'Tis own'd, that rarely Worth like his appears, 
Mature in Wiſdom in the Bloom of Years : - 
And Virtue, ſure, by Wiſdom's underſtood ; 
For none are truly wiſe, but who are good. 


1 


Each ſocial Grace, with Piety combin'd, 
To form in Stewart the moſt perſe& Mind: 
Science he loy'd, and could in Arts excel, 
But choſe th' important Part of living well. 
While in his Proſpect all could Life adorn, 
With Honours waiting for the nobly born ; 
By all careſs d, reſpected and approy'd, 

By her he loy'd the moſt, the moſt below d; 


While round his Heart the lambent Paſſions play'd, 


e, the dread Summons reverenc'd, and obey'd, 
e yet four Luſtra o'er his Head were paſt, 
he Shades of Death his Mora of Life o'ercaſt : 


Cut 


(104 
Cut down, in his gay Spring, and ſweeteſt Bloom; 
So Flow'rs are gather d to adorn a Tomb. 


But tell me, thou! whom Stewart loy'd the mof, 
In loſing Life, what has thy Brother loſt? 

* Has he loſt Honours ?—Could thoſe Honours vie 

With all the Glories he partakes on high? 

Who would not lay a fading Garland down, 

When ſummon d to receive a ſtarry Crown ? 

The beſt Socicty that Mortals boaſt, 

Who would not quit, to join th' Angelic Hoſt ? 

How poor th imperfe& Bliſs this World can lend, 

To. thoſe full Pleaſures which can never end 


Repine not, that his Race was run ſo ſoon; 
He reach'd the Goal before Life's ſcorching Noon, 
When the wild Paſſions rage, and Reaſon's Force 
Can ſcarce retain them within Virtue's Courſe : 
Since none too Goh gun reach the bleſt Abode, 
Who would diſlike the Shortneſs of the Road? 
| Ceal 


( 105 ) 


' Ceaſe then thy fruitleſs Sighs, fair Mourner, 
ceaſe ! 2 
And to thy gentle Heart reſtore its Peace: 
All due Regard to Nature has been fhewn, - 
Let Reaſon now reſume its wonted Throne 
Let Comfort's cheering Ray diſpel the Gloom, 
That Cloud of Sorrow which obſcures thy Bloom: 
The pious Youth has thoſe bleſt Realms explor d, 
Where on Devotion's Wings he oft had ſoar' d. . 
He's gone, —— where late, oh! late, may'{t thou 
appear! 

Heay'n ſpare thee long, a bright Example here! 


( 106 ) 


n 


On the Death of Mrs MART BENNRI. 
Printed in the Magazine for March 1735. 


* 


N Silence ſtill muſt T the Loſs lament, 
I Nor give, o'er-charg'd,my ſwelling Sorrows Vent? 
Muſt ſtill the anxious Sigh, the ſwelling Tear, 
Be all the Vouchers that my Grief's ſincere ? 
Can I Relief in fad Reflection find, 
While her dear Image fills my penſive Mind. 
Or, can my Thoughts, when taught in Verſe to flow, 
Expreſs her Worth, or mitigate my Woe ? 


My Mind preſents her, as ſhe did appear, 
When well ſhe paſs'd her ſhort Probation here, 
And warmly practis'd ev'ry Heay'nly Grace, 
To prove a Conqueror in the Chriſtian Race. 
Methinks, I fee her as ſhe late was ſeen, 


Humble, and free, obliging and ſerene; 


C<* S,% Methinks 


(107) 

Methinks, I hear Her, and with Joy attend 

To the ſweet Converſe of th' inſtructive Friend, 
In whoſe pure Soul each hallow'd Virtue glow'd, 
As radiant Stars emblaze the milky Road, 

Whoſe ſoft Compaſſion, ſimpathizing Care, 
Extenſiye ſpread, and unconfin'd as Air. 

Whoſe Manners winning, eaſy and refin'd, 

The ſure Reſult of an accompliſh'd Mind. 

Tho polifld, yet not varniſh'd with one Wile, 


An Iſfraehite! in whom there was no Guile. 


When T, dear Saint ! do not thy Loſs deplore, 
And on thy well-ſpent Life refle& no more ; 
When thy Memorial is no longer dear, 
Or, I thy honour'd Name no more revere. 
When I forget thy Virtues; may I be, 
Forgot by thoſe, who moſt reſemble Thee. 


To a Lapy. On ber Marriage. 


— 


wW HILE the unthinking Fair with Paſſion 
doat. TS 


On the gay Plume, or military Coat; 

While the fond Heart, or giddy Fancy's'ſmit 

With flaught'ring Chief, or the more flaught'ring Wl 

7}: ; 

You, Madam! ſway'd by Reaſon's ſacred Voice, 

Make the humane Philoſopher your Choice; 

Wiſely beſtowing on the Man of Truth- 

The Charms of Beauty, Innocence, and Youth. 


Virtue with Temper, Wit with Candour join'd, 
Honour, that flows from Rectitude of Mind; 


The Head judicious, Heart ſincere and true, 


Diſtinguiſh HiM, whom Heay'n reſery'd for you. 
W ; The 


(109) 


Tbe Royal Sage, unrival'd in Renown, = mh ö | | | 
Whoſe Wiſdom ſhone far brighter than his Crown, | 
Has more than once this certain Judgment/giv'n— * | | 
« A prudent Wife's, the Gift of bounteous Heav'n. 1 | 
The Heav'nly Gift your Spouſe receives with Pride, 
Views the good Wife, in the dear blooming Bride. 
While you, with Pleaſure, may his Worth regard, 
And ſign this Maxim of our famous Bard== + © 
ns WW © A Wit's a Feather, and a Chief's a Rod; 


An honeſt Man's the nobleſt Work of God.” 


— —— noon eb ae Ds — —— — — 
LY —_ o * 


* 


* s 


Your Prudence, in your well-judg'd Option's 
ſhewn; | I 
Rewarding Merit, you enhance your OWN. 

That Union, ſure! compleatly bleſt muſt prove, 
„Founded on Virtue, juſt Eftcem, ad Dove! 7 7 
Happy, thrice Happy! may ye be through Lite! 

He the beſt Husband, you the kindeft Wiſe ! 


Accept 


(mo). 


Accept theſe Gratulations, void of Art; 

My Hand tranſeribes the Language of my Heart, 
Nor wait I for Apollo's tuneful Aid, 

Or Inſpiration of Pierian Maid, 

Nor Hymen call, to bleſs the nuptial Day, 
But ardent Wiſhes, in few Words, convey. 

Soft, light, and eaſy be the Marriage Yoke! 

May the next Cent'ry ſce the Chain anbroke ! 
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O N 
Mrs MyppeLToN's Birth-day, Feb. 8, 
Tune, Tweed-Side. 
T. | 

E Muſes, and Graces appear, 

Unite all your Skill, and adyance ; 
With Muſick, thoſe rayiſh the Ear, 

Theſe, graceſully moye in the Dance. 


Gricl 


(117) 
Grief here no Admittance ſhall find ; 
Let our Joy be ſincere and ſerene ; 
Sincere, as Maria's bright Mind, 
Obliging, and free, as her Mien. 
| £6 II. 
Let the Harp all its Harmony lend, 
With Muſick enliven each String; 
Let the Voice in ſweet Warblings aſcend, 
While Maria, Maria! we ſing: 


Bleſt Harmony dwells on her Tongue, 

Oh! 'tis Heay'n, when Silence ſhe breaks! 
Not the Spheres cou'd excell our ſweet Song, 
Cou'd we ſing, with the Grace, that ſhe ſpeaks. 
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To Mero MyDDrr'ToN, on the Death of her 
Canary Bird, wha dy d on her Birth. 
day, Feb. 8. The ſame Day a Gentleman 
had ſent a Copy of Ver ſes on the Bird 


H', W fleet our * how ſubject to Decay 
The Muſe, who jocund. ſung your nati 
Day, 5 


Now flaggs the Wings, and droops the languil 
Head, \ Pare kT 

And mourns,” with gen'rous Grief, a Rival dead; 

A happy Rival, whoſe melodious Strain 


Cou'd ſoften Sorrow, and alleviate Pain. 
While I, alas! with Words attempt to pleaſe, 
Words that want POW r, or Pain, or Grief, tocak 


O ſweeteſt Chaunter of the feather'd Choir! 
Far thy harmonious Pipe excell'd my Lyre. 


# 


” a 


(13) 
No more, ah me! thy Melody we hear, 
T No more thy Warblings charm Maria's Ear, 
Penſive, alas! in her how filent | Room, 
She mourns thy ſudden, unexpected Doom. 


Did the ſweet Harp, and'* Babby's tuneful Throat, 
To jealous Emulation {well thy Note? U 
Did'ſt thou, poor Bird! beyond thy A fly, 
And, in the Conteſt, ſing thy Soul away ! 


O ſweet Muſician ! whither art thou fled, 
In the bleſs'd Shades ſeek'ſt thou thy Kindred dead? 
Where in a Grove, amidft the warbling Throng, 
With &rada's Nightingale thou joyr!ſt in Songs | 
O may'ft thou Sounds articulate attain, * 
And chaunt Maria, thro th Eligiau Plain! 


If deathleſs Fame my artleſs Verſe cou'd give, 


Like Lesbia's Sparrow's, thy loy'd Name ſhou'd live. 
{i= —How 


A young Lady that ſung there. 


6114) 

— How vain the Thought — if F ame could be. 
r "4 wo gon 

Honours more _—_ than what thou here did'ſt 
Did not hy Miſtreſs feed thee | Day - Day ? 

And live not thy ſweet Notes in Orpheus Lay? 
Thy Glory to the higheſt Pitch was rais'd, 
Lov'd by Maria, and by Orpheus prais'd. Ab 4 


2.3. > 822 EEE ESE? SS 


g By a Gentleman, on ſeeing the 2 | 
ing. Ver ſes. 


H' unknown Meliſſa may be gay, N 
T And blooming as the Month of May; 
Freſh as Aurora's Eaſtern Rays, 
And wake a World to ſing her Praiſe; 0 


But Weſtern Rays appear decay'd, 
And Bloſſoms fall, and Colours fade, 
A Hint, Meliſſa! if a Maid. 


„ 


gr 


(115), 
Or like Apollo's Zenith Hour; 
or like a full blown Roſe its Pow” r, 
Paſt Bud arid balmy Honey-dew r- 
Unfolds, and ſet her Seed in View, 
Moſt ſweetly deck'd in Golden Hue 1 
Or like autmnal, plenteous Horn! 
With ripen d Fruits and Sheaves of Corn; 
Indulgent to the World ſhe yields 
The Produce of her culturd Fields. 


Or if the frigid Seaſon's nigh, | 
Life's Winter Cold benumb'd and dry, 
value not the outward Form, | 


The beauteous Soul is young and warm. 


Then let Meliſſa's Age be Morn, 
Or Noon, or Eve, or Night forlorn; 
Or let her outward Form be grac'd ' 


With ey'ry Beauty juſtly plac'd. 
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( 116 ) 
Or deck'd with every lying Sign 


That all within is not diyine; 
Her Numbers, Humour, Force, and Fire, 
My Soul enraptur'd muſt admire. | 


W. C. 
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To Mrs MyDDELToON ; February 16, 


By G. St----R--*-Y, Eſq; 


AM AND A commands me to write, 
Who have neither Genius, nor Art, 
Never ſaw Parnaſſus's Height , 
And hate its cold Springs from my Heart. 


What can I then do? I muſt chuſe 


Kefu-Tcha, or ſome ſuch high Hill; 
She herſelf muſt act as the Muſe 
To inform, and goyern my Quill. 


T 


| 71 try then. O Heavenly Maid! 


( 117 ) 


« Adored Amanda P.-what's next? qu ; 
Nay, you myſt not refuſe me your Aid, 
Since I have choſe you for my Text, ' 


Your Text? Quoth Miſs Hale who ſtood by,, 
So baſnſul! yet now grown ſo pert! 

I fear it is Sapho, and I, f 
Have made you ſo very alert. 


She thought you like Orpheus could p 
And your Tunes have ſav'd our dear Bird; 
I'm ſure ne er a Tree danc d that Day, 
And Canny has neyer ſince ſlir d. 


too in the Snare was ſoon caught, 

And civilly joyn'd with the Reſt 
The Fiddler to thank, whom we thought . 
| Endeayour'd to fiddle his Beſt, 


But 


(118) 


But tho of a Bird you may fing, ;,; - 

And chirp biit ſome little low Lay, 
Exceed not the Strength of your String, 
Nor on loſtier Subjects eſſay. 


Call * Sancho faithful, Fiddy lame, 

Perhaps with ſuch Themes you may cope; 
Prophane not my Amanda's Name, 

But leave it to Swift, or to Pope. 


Favourite Dogs. 


To Miſs Hats, on ſeeing the fore. 
going, Feb. 19. 


O the ſage God Apollo full oft have T read, 
| And oft his quaint Sayings haye ran in my 
Head; | 


I've 


"(+ 


pe 


( 119 J] 
Te conte d all his Titles, and Offices oer; 7 


Yet of me the leaſt Notice he ne er took before. 


Miſguided by old faſhion'd Poets, I thought, 

At Delos, or Delphos, he till muſt be ſought z; * 
Or on Top of Parnaſſus, cajoling the Muſes ;—. 
hut the ftrolling God, a new Reſidence chaſes.) | 
No wonder, that I cou'd nc'er find him at Home, 
Since he has remoy'd both himſelf and his Dome ! 
But who could imagine, his Godſhip wou'd:make - 7 
A Tour to our Hills, and Parnaſſus forſake! 
For thus it is whiſper d (if true be the Tale) 
He ſpeaks at Kefn-1, cha, his Prieſteſs Miſs Hale. 


But tell me, dear Prieſteſs, O tell me the | Truth! 8 
Were not the laſt Words that he put in your Mouth, 
A gentcel Reprimand to her who eſſay' d 
To ſing our Maria without Art, or his Aid ? 

Muſt none, to ſucceed on that Subject, e' er hope, 
If they can't ſing as well, as a Swift, or a Pope 2 


But 


3 


(no) 


But did he not add, (if the Truth you wou'd tell) 


That his genuine Son $h——y ſings full as well; 


'Tis ſome where recorded, and you, and I know it 


By Homer, or Heſiod; or—ſome ancient Poet, 


That th' Immortals do Names peculiarly chuſe 


For Perſons, and Things, whieh poor Mortals maynt 


4 * eg 
" . 4 4 Ws 


In Submiſſion to this (the Poets Gredenda,) 


T call her Maria, whom the God calls Amanda. 
His Language niuch differs from-mine, as I find, 
I can't equal him, tho' Tve nc'er fo much Mind, 


But, *cauſe I can't ſing to Apollo's own Lute, 
What Woman can bear it! I'm deeree'd to be 


mute. 
And muſt my Lyre for e er remain unſtrung? 
And muſt Maria never grace my Song ? 


Su ppoſe ſhe commands me, as lately ſhe did, 


| Muſt 1 diſobey her Ve Muſes forbid ! 


Pl: 


. > (17288) 

But if they'll not aſſiſt me, I know what muſt 
+ allow; 

Tl write,—as I have done in Spite of Apollo. 


DI TI LOT . TOE 4 , 8 8 4 8, OL r 


o, Mr Nasn's Picture at full Length, 
between the Bu/ts of Sir Is AAC NRW- 
TON, and Mr PoPE. 


I. 
H E old Zeyptians hid their Wit 
T In Hieroglyphick Dreſs, 
o giye Men Pains to ſearch for it, 
And pleaſe themſelves with Gueſs, 
1 
oderns to tread the ſelf ſame Path, 


be 


And exerciſe our Parts, 
Flace Figures in a Room at Bath : 
Forgive them, God of Arts! 


hat? 4 III. Neuton 


\ 


Eo: )) 
I. 
Newton, if I can judge aright, 
All Wiſdom doth expreſs ; 
His Knowledge gives Mankind new Light, 
Adds to their Happineſs. | 
IV. 
Pope is the Emblem of true Wit, 
The Sun-ſhine of the Mind ; 
Read or his Works for Proof of it, 
You'll endleſs Pleaſure find. 
la V. 
Naſh repreſents Man in the Maſs, 
Made up of Wrong and Right; 
Sometimes a Knaye, ſometimes an Aſs, 
Now blunt, and now polite. 
VL | 
The Picture, plac'd the Buſts between, 
Adds to the Thought much Strength,, 
Wiſdom, -and Wit are little ſeen, 
But Folly's at full Length. 


7 


has | 

( 123 ) 
2 2 2 2 8 ESSEN SES 2 | 
| Wn: 
To Miſs W-------Ms, Maid of Honour to | 
the late Queen. Wi |: 
1 


| þ I IL, lovely Maid, whom Heay'ns ordain HAY 
To ſhine in Carolina's Train Want 


When you her high Commands obey, 4 | 


The Graces their Attendance pay; | 1 | 
When you the duteous Task perſue, Tp 


| 
Obſequious they appear in you. "IN | 


113 TY! 

For each engaging Grace is ſeen, mY 
. . 5 . 0 7 \ 
Conſpicuous in your Form and Mien. [138 
\ 1% ) ' 

38 


Deſcendant of a glorious Race, | 
Who oft the Britiſh Crown did grace: | fi 
| 

( 

Y 


Ere here the conqu'ring Eagles flew, | j | 

Ere Roman Arms or Arts we knew * ; i | | | 

Long they maintain'd their Country free, | | if 

Nor yielded but to Fate's Decree. | | 1 
I 


| 
| 
Io R 2 Subdu'd N | 


— 
* 


* — 
. * >» 
X. by 
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(4 
Subdu'd at laſt the Homage paid. | 


And Saxon Kings and Laws obey'd;_ .. | 
Twas then a Bard from Merlin ſprung, | 


Thugto his Harp prophetick ſung. | 


« From Cambrian Race a Nymph ſaall riſe, 
“ Bright as yon Venus of the Skies; 


„ Whence Romulus or Brutus came, 


« Who gave to Rome and Britai Name : 
« As Pallas wiſe, as Cynthia chaſte, 
6 With ſparkling Bloom like Hebe grac'd ; 


* She in the Britiſh Court ſhall ſhine, 


In Beauty next the Brunſwick Line, 
« To that Great Queen Attendance pay, 
“ Whoſe Birth ſhall honour * David's Day. 


„ This Nymph our Glory ſhall retrieve, 


Receive that Homage which we give, 
They us ſubdued by Arms and Arts; 
** She'll make Repriſals on their Hearts, 
« If 


The ſri of March, St David, the Patron of Wales. 


(125) 
« Let Bards prepare ſublimeſt Lays, 
« And to their Harps reſound her Praiſe, 
« To lateſt Times tranſmit ber Fame, 
« And A——4a I —Il—ms be her Name. 


1+0000000000565000400000044 0240404 


9 

Reading ſome Diſſertations, in the 
Reverend Dr Foul k ESS modern An- 
tiquities. 

G will, perhaps, think they've a Right to 


blame, 


When to theſe Lines they ſee a Woman's Name. 
Why ſhou'd I then obnoxious Praiſe beſtow, 


* — p. „ 2 » D = as — 
—— — — ES 


And unavailing Honour ſtrive to ſhew ? 


Well then, —leſt IJ ſhou'd prejudice the Cauſe, 


And draw a Cenſure, by my weak Applauſe 
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Ill not attempt the panegyrick Strain, 


Nor fond expatiate on this Work, in vain: 


( 126 ) 
Be that the Province of judicious Friends : 


To ſay—T'm pleasd—is all my Muſe pretends. 


. ACambroe-Briton muſt with Pleaſure trace 

The Means which Heav'n ordain'd to ſave our Race, 

Tho, in the Fight, our warlike Fathers proy'd 

Fierce as their Wolyes, and as our Rocks unmoy'd ; 

Yet Heay'n be prais'd that here, the Eagles flew, 

And Roman Arts that Fierceneſs cou'd ſubdue ; 

That Laws prevail'd, which their juſt Rights main- 
taind ; 

And but from ſayage Liberty reftrain'd ! 


Still honour'd by our Sex, ſtill dear to Fame, 
Be the firſt Edward's great, and glorious Name! 
Who abrogated that unrighteous Power, 

By which our Sex enjoy'd nor Land nor Dower. 
No Wonder for this Prince the much-lov'd Wiſe 


Should riſque her own to ſave his dearer Life! 


(The 


"he 


8 Shon'd brave e'en Death, and ſuck the poiſon'd 


(127) 
(The Surgeon's Art, when ineffectual found,) 


Wound! 


Let Fame to lateſt Times his Virtues tell; 


And own his Laws, our Hotel Daa's excel! 


Superior Bleſſings, ſtill, to us allow'd, 
See! pure Religion breaking thro' a Cloud, 
The Miſt of SuptRs$T1TION clear'd away, 


Diffuſive ſhine in her own Heav'nly Ray! 


May Rage, and Ignorance, attempt in yain 
To rule our Temples, or our Courts again; 
And may their horrid Offspring, here no more, 
Glut her fierce Thirſt, with Draughts of human 
Gore: 
May Britons ne er the helliſh Fury feel, 
Her Chains, her Whips, her Gibbets, Fire, or Wheel ! 


But 


| ( 128 ) 


But bleſs'd with equal Laws, and Goſpel Light, 
May Peace, and Charity, their Hearts unite! 


O Heay'n-deſcended Charity ! "is thine 
To rule our Spirits, and our Hearts refine. - 
Tr angelick Miſſion Thou! can'ſt beſt inſtill ; 
& To God give Glory, and to Men Goodwill.” 
Thy divine Spirit if we can't attain; 
Our Hope's .- grounded, and our Faith is vain. 
The grand Citerion, Thou ! celeſtial Grace! 
Of the Diſciples of the Prince of Peace. 
For Thee! a new Commandment we receive ! 
(He, both the Precept, and th' Example gave ;) 
„Love one another, The bleſt Saviour ſaid: 


O Britons ! let the Mandate be obey'd. 


VERSES 


VE. RSE s to her Daughter. 


With Dr CarTER's Sermons, 


Thou! whole Welfare as my oun I prize, 
O Regard the Inſtruction of the Learn'd and 
Wile. 
duch muſt this Author be, who writes ſo well; 
Whoſe Method, Doctrine, Senſe, and Style excel. 
As theſe Diſcourſes the beſt Rules impart, 
May'ſt thou, my Dear! inſcribe them on thy Heart 
Reduce to Practice ev'ry Precept here, 
And in the Paths of Virtue perſevere ! 


No fiery Flaſhes, here, of zealous Rage; 
No Fumes of Bigotry obſcure the Page ; 
No wild enthuſiaſt Flights pervert the Text ; 
Nor is the Senſe by ſceptic Doubts perplext. 
8 


( 130 ) 
But Reaſon's Pow'r is ſeen in cleareſt Light, 


And Goſpel Truth appears divinely bright. 


The Merit of thoſe Sermons ſtands conſeſt : 
Whoſe Arguments can bear a Reader's Teſt. 
No Grace of Action, or Deliv'ry, there, 
Engage the Paſſions, or enchant the Ear. 
The Preacher, ſtript of all exterior Aid, 


By Reaſon's Force alone can then perſuade. 


Our learned Author, by that Force, ſucceeds; 
Nor Elocution, he, nor Action needs. 
But potent Truth, without the Roſtrum Art, 


Informs the Judgment, and improves the Heart. 


His Arguments are in a cloſe-linkt Chain, 
Strong, clear, concluſive, elegant and plain. 
The moral Character he well defines ; 

Tbro' ey'ry Page the Chriſtian Spirit ſhines. 


(61319 


This to the Merit of the Work is due; 


The Preacher quite unknown to me and you. 


J, with Delight, have read; tis now my Care, 
That you ſo rational a Pleaſure ſhare. 

You'll find an Entertainment thro the Whole, 
Where Wiſdom's ſacred Dictates feaſt the Soul. 


LA 


224 2 


CoNTENT. AA SONG. 


Tune, Gently touch the Warbling Lyre. 


E 
OVELY, laſting Peace of Mind 
L Gently ſooth my Soul to Reſt; 
In thy foft Balm Relief we find 
To heal the forrow-wounded Breaſt ; 


'Tis Thou car'ſt tune my Soul to Peace, l 
And make each jarring Paſſion ceaſe. 


82 1 Sweet 
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( 132) 
IT. 

Sweet Content! thou dear Delight, 

Thou ſoy'reign Cordial for our Woes ; ' 
Thou mak'ſt our Cares and Burthens light, 

From thee inceſſant Sweetneſs flows. 
From Envy, Pride, and Diſcord free, 
We here enjoy a Heaven in Thee. 


$4$405445404 4 4+9490:94:43440:4:4 $4444.49 


The DREAM. 


In Imitation of ſome Parts of Caavucer's Second 
and Third Book of Fame. 


The Introduction. 


E RITI CK S be kind / this Piece forbear, 
4 There's nothing worth your Malice here; 
"T won't bear your Teſt; I pray, don't try it, 


But. let a Woman dream in Quiet. 


A Poet 


/ 
\ 
\ 


11 


( 133 ) 


A Poet here might ſhew his Skill, 
And half a dozen Pages fill, 
With fine Deſcription of the Scene, 


Where he had been a Napping ta'en. 
His Reader he awake might keep, 

| By telling, when he fell aſleep ; 

Which, doubtleſs, muſt be in the Spring, 
When Nightingales, and Linnets ſing, 


And he, on flow'ry Bank, was laid, 
Where Bays, and Myrtle mix their Shade ; 
Where Odours wafted from each Breeze, 
And Zephirs whiſper'd thro' the Trees: 
Where the cool, limpid, purling Stream, 


With Murmurs ſoft, prolong'd the Dream. 


All this, and more, full well I know it, 
Might be perform'd by a Male Poet; 
Deſcriptions I muſt lay aſide, 
ſlept, and dreamt at the Fire- ſide: 


Tho' 


( 134 ) 
Tho' Men in Fields may ſleep or roam, 


Women had beſt to nap at Home. 


But ere I tell my ſtrange Adventure, 
Or Regions viſionary enter ; 
"Tis fit, I, like poetick Folk, 
Shou'd Phæbus, or ſome Muſe inyoke. 
II do't for Form, tho Truth to tell, 
A Diſh of Tea inſpires as well. 


Ye Maids, who on Parnaſſus ſing, 
And haunt the Heliconian Spring! 
Aid me to tell my Dream aright, 


And animate me in my Flight! 


O Phæbus! help, I thee implore, 
I n&er was on the Wing before; 
Aſſiſt to bring each Track to view, 


Thro which thy Father's Eagle flew. 


The 


( 135 ) 


The DREAM. 


1 Took up Chaucer t'other Day, 


To paſs ſome irkſome Hours away ; 


When IT his Book of Fame had read, 
(Which ſure with Whimſeys fill'd my Head,) 
Morpheus, the Sleep-compelling God, 
Soon charm'd me with his leaden Rod. 
My Reaſon bound in Sleep's ſoft Chain, 
Ungovern'd Fancy ſtrait grew vain, 
Bore me, where Antiquaries found 
A Roman Fort, on Britiſh Ground. 
Methought, I breath'd the Ev'ning Air, 
Upon the Summit of * Mole gare; 
Much pleas'd I was, and gazing ſtood, 
While the Velch Hills, and Iriſh Flood, 


Mole- gare, a Hill in the County of Fiat. 


With 


( 136 ) 
With various Proſpects, greet my Eyes, 
And well-known Scenes, promiſcuous riſe. 


From thence * Mole- Arthur T behold, 
Where the fam'd Briton ſat of Old, 
His Four-and-twenty Knights among 5 
(As Cambrian Bards have whilome ſung) 
If any at this Tale will mock, 
Let them repair to view the Rock; 
Where, if to count twice Twelve they're able, 
They'll find the Seats of the Round Table. 


" Halkmian Hills, the Welch Peru, 


Big with their Ore, riſe next to yiew. 


Lo! where fair Winifreda ſell, 
Whoſe Blood produc'd a Holy Well. 
Hail ! Virgin Saint, may novght that's vile 
Thy facred Fountain cer defile! 
See 


* Mele-Arthur, a Hill in Denbighbire. 


( 147 ) 


See Flint | unhappy Richard there 
Was made a Prey to Lancaſter. 


O'er Offa's Dyke, I haſte my Sight, 
To view my former dear Delight ; 
There Ahn glides, thro' flow'ry Meads, 
There fertile Fields, and pleaſing Shades: 
Yonder the much-loy'd Spot of Earth 
That gave forlorn Meliſſa Birth! 
New crouding Thoughts my Brain oppreſt; 
And Paſſions ſtruggl'd in my Breaſt: 
Such Vi'lence would have broke Sleep's Chain, 
If Fancy had not chang'd the Scene. 
Quick, ſhe preſents old Jeffreys Fable, 
His wild Conceits, and ſpeaking Eagle ; 
And a romantick Scene prepar'd 
To mimick that in the old Bard. 


( 138) 


An Eagle of prodigious Size, 
Methought, deſcended from the Skies; 

His ſounding Pinions wing thro' Air, 

And down he lights on dear Mole-gare : 

His Feathers ſhone like burniſh'd Gold; 

With Wonder I his Form behold: 

When, in the Twinkling of an Eye, 

He ſeiz'd me, and away did fly. 

Some here, perhaps, their Jeſt won't loſe, 

But fancy me, like Reynard's Gooſe, 

Or, ask me, if J rode aſtride ? 

No, I moſt decently did ride, 

And upright fat on th' Eagle's Back; 

When thus, to my Surprize, he ſpake ; 

** Pr'ythce, take Heart; b' afſur'd of this, 

Nought ſhall betide Thee that's amiſs : 

And now, I may declare my Name, 


Where thou ſhalt go, and whence I came; 


Attend 


( 139 ) 
Attend my Speech— Jove's Eagle, I, 
Commanded hence with Thee to fly. 
Too much thou haſt thyſelf confin d; 
Thou ſeldom doſt relax thy Mind : 
Thy Book, and Needle can't delight, 
From eight at Morn, till nine at Night. 
T' amuſe Thee now my Care muſt be; 
(So Jove's immutable Decree !) 
I'll bear Thee to the Houſe of Fame; 
(Suſpend thy female Fears for Shame !) 
The Temple's in the middle Way, 
ExaQly *twixt Heaven, Earth, and Sca. 
There I, with Thee, muſt wing my Flight; 
While Wonders open to thy Sight.“ 


With that, his Flight he upwards took, 
And downwards bade me caſt a Look ; 
Then down I look'd on Hills, and Dales, 
On flow'ry Fields, and ſmiling Vales, 
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On glitt'ring Spires, and verdant W oods, 
On floating Ships, and rolling Floods: 
But ſoon theſe vaniſſid from my Eyes, 
So ſwift he bruſh'd thro' yielding Skies. 
Our Earth no bigger than a Bead 
Scem'd to my Eye; when thus he faid ; 
„ Diſmiſs thy Fears, turn up thy Face, 
Behold this wide extended Space. 
The Sun will ſoon withdraw his Light, 
And leaye the Moon to rule the Night, 
The glitt'ring Stars will then appear, 
And ſpangle o'er the Hemiſphere ; 
Lo! Veſper leads the radiant Train 
T' adorn, like Gems, th' xtherial Plain. 
No Teleſcope thou'lt nced to ſee 
W hat brightens o'er the Galaxy. 
Behold ! the circling Milky-Way 
Its ſtarry Payement there diſplay; 
Auriga's ſtormy Kids fee there, 
And Caſſiopcia in her Chair; 
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Great Perſeus with Meduſa's Head, 
And Cygnus here his Wings doth ſpread; ' 
The Argo there in Ather fails, 
His hideous Form there &orpio trails ; 
Yonder, ambitious Phaeton drove; 
(Unhappy Proof of Phwbus' Love) 
The Youth, by Scorpro terriſy d, 
No more the fiery Steeds could guide; 
Jove, at his Head, the Light'ning hurl'd, 
And ſtruck him dead, to fave the World. 
Lo! here an Inſtance that a Fool 
Should not be ſuffer'd to bear Rule.” 


Then upwards ſtill he wing'd his Way, 
While I the wide Expanſe ſuryey. 
Then J reflected in my Mind 
On what we in Boetius find; 
How that a vig'rous Thought may fly 
On Feathers of Philoſophy ; ; 
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May thro' celeſtial Regions ſoar, _ 


1 

And all the ſtarry Orbs explore. r 
d 

Th' Imperial Bird his Pinions ply'd ; 7 
At laſt, ſtupendous loud, he cry'd, 


Thy Heart reſume ; now all is well; 
Look up and ſec, here's Bonne Hoſtel! ! 
Write what thou ſce'ſt, and ſo, Adieu; 
And then away from me he flew. 


On a high Rock appear'd the Pile, 
Th' Aſcent not gain d without much Toil ; 
The Rock was bright, and ſmooth as Glaſs, 
I wonder'd of what Stone it was; 
And found at laſt, to my Surprize, 
"Twas not of Adamant, but Ice. 
Here on the Rock engray'd I ſaw 


Some Names preſerv'd from Storms, and Thaw: 


But the moſt part were quite eraz'd 


By Heat, or hoſtile Time defac'd. 


Tho' 
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Tho' ſome as clear, and perfect were, 
As if but newly graven there ; 
Nor Heat, nor Storms could theſe invade, 
protected by the Temple's Shade: 


Theſe Names thro' num'rous Ages paſt, 
And with the Dome itſelf, ſhall laſt. 


On this Foundation I beheld 
The tow'ring Structure, which excell'd 
The boaſted Works' of Greece or Rome, 
Or the more fam'd Epheſian Dome. 
The Walls were all of Beryl Stone; 
Which with amazing Luftre ſhone. 
Four brazen Gates I there deſcry, 
Facing each Quarter of the Sky. 
I enter, and, amaz'd, behold 
The 7aſper Floor, and Roof of Gold. 
Th' impending Lamps inceſſant glow, 
And eyer-liying Light beſtow. 


There Heroes of a fabl'd Race 

The Weſtern Wall, in Statues, grace; 
Azides, in his ſhaggy Spoil, 

Seems there to reſt from all his Toil. 
And there great Perſeus was beheld, 
Tremendous, with Minerva's Shield. 
Here Linus, there Muſæus ftands, 
And each his ſilver Harp commands. 
There Orpheus plays, and Trees around 
Dancing obey the magick Sound. 

His living Lyre Ampbion tries, 
And ſtrait the Theban Walls ariſe. 


On the North- ſide, with Trophies crown'd, 
Were Gothic Heroes, once renown'd. 
Great Woden there his Spear doth wield, 
And Runick Figures grac'd his Shield. 
Sythian Philoſophers appear, 
Abaris, Anacharſis there; 


Lamsolxis 
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Zamolxis high above the Reft : 
There Bards and Druids were expreſt. 


The Eaftern Wall, with Gems, and Gold, 


And Di'monds glorious to behold, 
Shew'd Belus, Ninus, and the Train, 
Who the Term Magi did obtain. 
Confucius there, the learn'd and good; 
And there the wiſe Chalaxeans ſtood ; 
Theſe Sages fix'd the Solar Year, 

And could deſcribe each radiant Sphere. 
Here Zoroaſter waves his Wand : *. 


And Brachmans there the Moon command. 


Of Zgypt's Prieſts, on the South-fide, 
A venerable Train I fpy'd. 
Great Treſmigiſtus then appear'd, 
For ſublime Truths, and Arts rever'd. 
Here proud Seſsſtris ſtrikes with Awe, 
Whom ſcepter'd Slayes are forc'd to draw, 
U 


There 


cs 
There Amaſis, in Triumph plac'd; 
The whole with Hieroglyphicks grac'd. 


See! Pillars in bright Order ſhow, 
The Capitals with Jewels glow. 
Here Cyrus, there the Hero ſtood 
Who dar'd th' impetuous Granzick Flood. 
Leonidas, the brave and bold, 

And ſweet-ſoul'd Cimon, I behold. 


% 
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Th' Imperial Hero, on a Throne 
Adorn'd with Trophies, greatly ſhone. 
Near to th' immortal Ceſar ſtood 

That Brutus! too ſeverely good! 
Unconquer'd Cato there was plac'd ; 
And the young Victor, brave and chaſte, 
Scipio, who only could ſubdue 


The * Warrior, who next ſtrikes my View. 


Nor 


* Hannibal. 
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Nor fighting Chiefs alone were there ; 
But learned Sages too appear. 
Lycurgus, Solon there I find, 
Whoſe equal Laws reclaim'd Mankind. 
The Samian, and the Stag yrite, 
With Socrates for ever bright. 
And there, as oft in Rome before, 
The Ce Crown great Tully wore. 
Immortal Plato too was ſeen, 
With Brow ſedate, and eaſy Mien. 
Great Ariſtarchus pleas'd I view'd, 
Whoſe Syſtem Moderns haye renew'd. 
The Syracu/ian * Artiſt there 
Held in his Hand his wond'rous Sphere. 


Around the Centre then appear'd, 
Aboye the Reſt, eight Columns rear'd : 
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* Archimedes. 


High 
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High on the firſt, enthron'd in Gold, 
Sat mighty Homer blind, and bold: 
His Head with ſacred Fillets bound; 
Troys Wars adorn'd the Pillar round, 
There fighting Deities engage, 
There Trojans fly Achilles Rage ; 
From Hector there the Greeks retreat, 
Here Troy in Helton yields to Fate. 


Majeſtick in a Silver Shrine, 
Where well- ſet Gems reſplendent ſhine, 
Great Maro ſit ; around his Head 
Laurels in golden Foliage ſpread, 

In Sculpture on the Pillars ſeen 
The pious Chief, the dying Queen ; 
The Latian Wars, the Elizian Plain, 


And Heroes doom'd in Rome to reign, 


Next haughty 6tat7zs ſtruck my Sight, 
His Seat of Steel was poliſh'd bright; 


Tranſported 
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Tranſported between Wrath and Heat, 
He ſcem'd to totter on his Seat. 
There might I on the Coluann trace 
The unhappy End of Cadmus Race. 
Inſpir'd with mad, and direful Rage, 
Th' impious Brothers there engage, 
There little Tydeus, great with Ire, 
Makes Forty nine to Sh retire. 
Gigantick Dryas, with fierce Joy, 
There kills the fair Arcadian Boy. 


High on a Throne of ſhining Braſs, 
Aſpiring Lucan ſeated was; 
His ſtately Port, exalted Air 
Impetuous Youth, and Fire declare. 
Here, with bold Strokes, the Artiſt gray'd 
Pharſalia's Field, and Rome enſlav'd. 
There hapleſs Pompey, vanquiſh'd flies; 
On Fg ypr's Shore, there, headleſs lies. 


Great 


— 
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Great Czſar leap'd into the Waves, 
There all the Pharian Fury braves: 
One Hand his faithful Annals held, 


Of Claudian then a View I took, 
Serene his Air, ſublime his Look; 
The Column with nice Sculpture grac'd : 
Here Proſerpine, by Pluto plac'd, 
Affrighted in the Chariot rode, 
Tho ſooth'd by the relentleſs God. 
There Venus, in her Cyprian Court, 


And little Loves, and Graces ſpart. 


Then witty Ovid next is ſcen, 
With graceful Eaſc, and courtly Mien: 
The World's firſt Riſe, and Bodies chang'd 
Around the poliſh'd Pillar rang'd, 


And one his Sword, which plow'd the liquid Field. 


Behold 
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Behold Anacreon! tuneful Bard! 
Much ſafer to be ſeen than heard. 
While Mirth ſits ſparkling in his Eyes, 
His ſoft bewitching Lyre he tries : 
Gay Bacchus danc'd with Ivy crown'd, 
And ſmiling Loves the Bard ſurround. 


There Pindar ſtrikes his ſounding Lyre, 
The Figure ſpeaks his Force and Fire; 
There the preſiding * Deitics 
Survey the Games from Azure Skies. 

The Games of Greece the Column grace; 
There the ſwift rapid Chariot Race, 

The Champions caſt the Bar and Spear, 
And winged Feet contending there ; 

The Steed appears each Nerve to ſtrain, 
To bear his Maſter o'er the Plain. 


* Tupiter, Neptune, Aale and Hercules. 


The 
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The Victors in each Exerciſe, 


Met at the Goal, receive the Prize. 


Theſe Pillars, in a Circle plac'd, 
Surround a Throne where Jewels blaz'd, 
Whoſe mingl'd Rays, and various Light 
At once confound and pleaſe the Sight. 
Di'monds their living Luſtre ſhow, 

And flaming Rubies ſeem to glow ; 
There Amethiſts their purple Rays, 
And Saphirs their bright Azure blaze : 
The Topaz caſts a golden Dye, 

And Em'ralds there revive the Eye. 
Here proud Imperial Fame, in State, 
To hear her Vot'ries was fate. 
When firſt on her I caſt my Eyes, 
She ſecm'd but of a dwarhſh Size; 
No ſooner had I fix'd my View, 
To a gigantick Form the grew. 


With 
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With her the Dome, and Columns riſe, 
And tow'ring ſeem t' inyade the Skies. 
A thouſand Plumes the Goddeſs beate, 
A thouſand curious liſt'ning Ears, 
A thouſand wakeful prying Eyes, 
A thouſand Tongues, inceſſant, ſhe employs. 


Around her high Imperial Seat, 

The Muſes all in Order wait; 

For her they ſing, and tune the Lyre, 
And noble Thoughts, and Verſe inſpire. 


While I theſe Wondets view'd around, 
Methought, I heard the Trumpet ſound ; 
When ſtrait, thick as the ſwarming Bees, 
That fally ont in Colonies, 
Promiſcuous Throngs the Temple croud, 
And make their Claim to Fame aloud. 
From every Region there they came, 
To pay their Homage to the Dame. 

* The 
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The Young, the Old, the Rich, the Poor, 
In ſappliant Crowds her Grace implore. 
Some ſhe rejected with a Frown, 
And ſome ſhe did with Honours crown. 
Merit ſhe oft would diſregard, 
And oft the Worthleſs wou'd reward : 


So, her blind Sifter Fortune rules, 


Gives Rags to th' Wiſe, and Robes to Fools. 


The Sons of Learning there attend ; 
Who to her Favours firſt pretend : 
Madam, your Juſtice we implore, 
Confirm our Fame; we ask no more: 
Rewarded only with Renown, 
Let deathleſs Fame our Labours crown. 
She ſmil'd ; *tis fit your Names ſhould liye, 
Who deathleſs Fame to others give; 
Who Nature's Myſteries explore, 
And thro” each ſtarry Region ſoar. 


The 
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The golden Trump, ye Muſes, raiſe | 
Proclaim in tuneful Notes their Praiſe. 
Thro' the wide World the Notes were heard; 
And All th' harmonious Sound rever' d. 


Then Odours all their Sweets diffuſe ; 
Nor op'ning Flow'rs, nor roſy Dews, 
Nor Gales from Africk's Spicy Coaſt, 
Could e'er ſuch balmy Fragrance boaſt. 


While the learn'd Train attentive ſtood, 
The Dame, with ſweet Complacence, yiew'd 
Two more conſpicuous than the Reſt ; 
And gently bowing, thus addreft : 

* Milton, and Newton, my beſt lov'd ! 

< Juſtly *boye all my Sons approy'd ; 

* When firſt J rais'd this Dome of State, 

I vow'd; and Jove confirm'd its Fate: 

* None in this Dome enthron'd appears, 

* Without my Teſt, a thouſand Years ! 
e ü X 2 
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« When twice five Cent'ries are expir'd, 
&« And You thro” each learn d Age admir'd ; 
1 Seats, next my own, ſhall be prepar'd 
For Thee, great Sage! and Thee, O facred Bard!“ 


Then a ſmall Tribe the Dame addreſt, 
And thus preferr'd their ſtrange Requeſt; 
© Great Goddeſs ! by Mankind ador'd, 
Fo us our humble With afford. 
Were not ſolicitous for Fame; 
Conceal our Labours and our Name. 
virtue alone we did regard; 
Let Virtue be our ſole Reward.” 
6 Theſe Folk are mad! (enrag d ſhe cries,) 
&* Dare you immortal Fame deſpiſe? | | 
«PI to the wond'ring World reveal | | 
“ 'Thoſe Virtues which you would conceal ; | 
“The golden Trumpet, with Renown, N 
« Shall all your pious Actions crown : 
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Strong were the Notes, yet ſweet and clear, 
And grateful Scents perfum d the Air, 


To theſe another Band ſucceed; 
Who, conſcious of their Merit; plead ; 
Since living Virtue is deſpis'd, 
© Now let our Works be juſtly priz'd: 

We for good Fame have done our part, 
Vouchſafe to crown our juſt Deſert." 
Frowning ; ſhe thus rejects their Claim, 

« Scandal, and ignominious Fame 

„Be Yours :”-—The Trump of Slander ſounds, 
And with harſh N otes their Honour wounds. 
From the black ruſty Clarion broke 

Offenſive Scents, and Clouds of Smoke, 
Encreaſing ſtill where'er they went, 

To blaſt the hapleſs Innocent, 
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But now a more ſucceſsful Train 
Humbly approach the ſacred Fane. 
Theſe, like the former Troop, their Days 
Had wholly ſpent in Virtue's Ways. 

To theſe the Dame“ It is my Will, 


That your Renown the World ſhould fill; 


4 'Tho' I rejected the juſt Claim 

© Of thoſe who merit equal Fame; 

< Virtue herſelf would loſe her Crown, 

* Should ſhe. too boldly claim Renown. _ 
* Unask'd, I'll now beſtow on you 


A Recompence beyond your Due. 


Then, thro th' applauding'World, their Praiſe 


The ſweet melodious Trump conveys. 


Now an embroider'd Troop appears, 
With ſmart Toupees, and ſparkiſh Airs; 
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t The Fame to which we moſt aſpire, 
And of your Majeſty deſire, 
js to be thought of Conſequence 
© Among the Fair, whoſe Innocence 
We ne'er have wtong'd, unlefs in Rumour, 
Jo ſhew our Wit, and ſprightly Humour. 
© We care not who their Favours claim, 


Proyided we may rob their Fame. LES 


© I grant you your Petition, Beaus ; 
Each Blaſt a Lady ſhall expoſe.” 


Encourag'd at this ſtrange Succeſs, 
A Crowd of Fops around her preſs ; 
* Fair Queen ! we humbly beg you'd pleaſe 
o fayour us no leſs than theſe.” 
* Coxcombs ! (ſhe cry d) avoid the Place, 


The foul-mouth'd Clarion ſhall you grace; 


In ey'ry Note was ſomething new, 
That ridicul'd this ſoppiſh Crew : 
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And Laughter ran thro? all the Crowd, 


A Troop of martial Worthies came, 
Who fought for Liberty, not Fame. 
Juſt Heroes, who eſpous d the Cauſe 
Of dear Religion and the Laws. 
Live you (ſhe ſaid) in my bright Roll! 
“ Your Fame L'Il ſound from Pole to Pole. 
« A Flouriſh there! be theſe renawn'd, 

* And lateſt Times their Praiſe reſound,” 


Then came another watlike Train, 
Who glory'd in vaſt Numbers ſlain. 
For Thee, O Goddeſs ! we deſtroy - 
Our Species, with inyidious Joy; 
Relentleſs ſwim thro Streams of Blood, 
For Thee, our chief, our only Good! 

« Ye ſlaught' ring Fools from hence retire, 
Pare you to laſting Fame aſpite? 


(6161) 
« Your Deeds ſhall in Oblivion lie, 
« And all your blaſted Glories die.” 


Of Patriots now an awful Cro wd 
Before the Goddeſs humbly bow'd: 
With theſe a Crew did flily mix, 
Skill'd in dark Plots and Politicks. 
They in a lucky Moment came ; 
The giddy undiſcerning Dame 
Rewards alike their diff rent Pleas, _ 
And bids the Trumpet found their Praiſe. 


While theſe employ'd my Ears and Eyes, 
Methought, I heard a ſudden Noiſe, 
Like diſtant Floods, when Tempeſts roar, 
And Billows beat the hollow Shore : 
Or Sounds, which from afar are ſent, 
Of rolling Thunder, almoſt ſpent. 
Strait by ſome Pow'r I was conyey'd, | 
Where I another Dome ſuryey'd: 
„ 


With _ 
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With rapid Force it whirl'd around; 
\ « 7 By 
And thence proceeded all the Sound: 


Nor Silence here, nor Reſt, nor Peace; 
The Noiſe and Hurry never ceaſe. 


|" As many Doors, and Windows here, 


As Leaves on Trees in May appear : 
Theſe Day and Night are open found, 
Still pervious to receive the Sound; 
As N cedles tremble t wards the Pole, 


As to the Sea the Rivers roll; 


As Flame and Smoke will upwards fly, 
And mounting ſeek the diſtant Sky; 
As weighty Bodies downwards tend, 

So hither muſt all Sound aſcend. | 


A Stone, when caft into a Lake, 
Will ſtrait a trembling Circle make; 
The Water, by that Motion Rtir'd, 
Will ſpread a Second, then a Third 
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Still round each Ring another's made, 
Till each the Margin does inyade. 


Thus Voice, or Sound, impels the Air, 
And makes an ambient Ringlet there, 
Which undulating will enforce 
Another Circle in its Courſe; 

Each Ring will ſtill another drive, 
At Rumour's Houſe till all arrive. 


Of various News I much did hear, 
Of Sickneſs, Health, of Peace and War ; 
Of Love and Hate, of Death and Life, 
Of Reconcilements, and of Strife; 
Of rich exhauſtleſs Minerals, 
Of Shipwrecks, and of ſtranded Whales; 
Of flaming Meteors which appear, 
Like Armies fighting in the Air; 
Of Towns, by Fire in Aſhes loſt, 
Of Navies on the Ocean toſt; 
Y 2 


Of 
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Of Famine, Plenty, Loſs and Gain. 
Of Thunder, Hurricanes and Rain; 
Of India Stock, and South Sea Schemes, 
Of Apparitions, and ftrange Dreams; 

Of Lilliputian Potentate, | 

Of Broils, and Factions in the State; 

Of Miracles vouch'd by the Pope, 

Of Wives who from their Mates elope ; 

Of jilted Swains, of Nymphs beguil'd, 
Of monſtrous Births, and Men with Child : 
Of theſe they talk'd, with ceaſeleſs Noiſe, 
And ſometimes mingl'd Truth with Lies. 


Above, below, within, without, 
Appear'd a moſt diforder'd Rout. 
There Troops of Travellers I ſaw, 
Quacks and Practitioners in Law; 
of Party Zealots a large Crew, 


Of Politicians not a few; 


A Band 
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A Band of Sage Aſtrologers, 
Converſant with the Signs and Stars; 
In nu m'rous Throngs Projectors preſt 
The grand Elixir ill in Queſt. 


Some whiſper'd Secrets in the Ear, 
Some ſpoke aloud, that all might hear ; 
When one did ſome new Tale relate, 
Another ſoon would more repeat : 

The Rumour gather'd, as it flew, 


On ev'ry Tongue it larger grew: 


To Faſt, and Weſt, and North, and South 
News ſtill encreas'd from Mouth to Mouth. 


Thus, from a Spark, the quick'ning Fire 
Will blazing to the Clouds aſpire; 
Th' impetuous Flames will curling fly, 


Till ſpacious Towns in Ruin lie. 
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Oft in ſome narrow Paſlage there, 
A Truth, and Lie, contending were ; 
So cloſe were they together pent, 
Dubious a while appear'd th' Event; 
The Struggle till at laſt they end, 
And Truth, and Lie, together blend: 
Inſeparably now 'combin'd, 
They fly together in the Wind. 


Aloſt the Imperial Phantom ſate 
To point their Courſe, and fix their Date: 
Some ſhe appoints ſliould long abide, 


Some muſt immediately ſubſide; 

Some, like the Moon, ſhe does ordain 
Alternately to wax, or wane. 
Millions of winged Wonders fly, 
Scatter'd Oer Earth, and Seas, and Sky. 
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Intent I ſtood to hear, and ſee, 
When one, methought, thus whiſper'd me— 
© How didſt Thou to yon Place aſcend ? 
Thou wilt not, ſure ! to Fame pretend? 
Noz let me have but a good Name; 
« will not make Pretence to Fame. 
Would Heaven, indulgent to my Pray r, 
© Relieve my Mind from anxious Care; 
A mod'rate Competency give, 
«* Obſcure, unknown, Id chuſe to live. 
And if, unbent, my Thoughts ſometime 
Should gently flow in harmleſs Rhyme : 
Let Wymondſold approve my Lays, 
© Fl court no Fame, nor wiſh for higher Praiſe 
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H E twenty ninth of January, you ſay, 
| | You'll always note as a propitious Day; 
Since, on that Day, ſome twenty Years ago, 
Your Friend had the beſt Gift Heav'n could beſtow; 
A pleaſing Theme, no doubt; — but twas my Fate, 
On the ſame Day and Year, to change my happy 

State. 
Need I ſay more? or need you, Sir, be told, 
Heay'n had not. for each Maid a Wymondſold ! 
Tho' for the favour d one it did provide 
The dear Companion and the faithful Guide; 
The Friend, the Husband, and the Lover too, 
'Bincere, indulgent, tender, fond, and true. 
Still may his dear deſerving Choice poſſeſs, 
Still merit, her tranſcendent Happineſs. 

Still 


( 169 ) 


Still may ſhe, as a Crown to him, appear, 


With whoſe high Price ey'n Rubies can't compare, 


Of virtuous Daughters many have done well; 


But ſhe the moſt excelling does excel, 
Such is fair Wymondſold ; ———— 

—Such may ſhe be, 
Whom Heay'n indulgent has in Store for Thee ! 
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W* I LE to our Quxxx each duteous Bard 


conveys 
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The faithful Tribute of exalted Praiſe ; 

While Genius, Learning, all their Force com- 
bine 

To make the Numbers, as the Theme, divine; 

How ſhall a Cambrian Muſe, obſcure, and mean, 

The loweſt, lateſt, of the tuneful Train, 

Too weak her Wings, too tardy in her Flight, 


Amongſt their Sterling Coin, dare to preſent her 
Mite? 
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O Queen! more learn'd than cer Britannia ſaw, 


Since our fam d Tudor to the Realm gave Law. | 
O Hife! more happy in thy Lord alone 
Than in the Pow'r, and Splendor, of his Throne. 
O Mother ! bleſt in your Illuftrious Race, 
The Guardian Angels of our future Peace. 
DO Patroneſs of Science ! wilt thou deign 

T accept from thy own Sex this artleſs Strain? 
Around the Throne too dazling Glories dwell ; 
May I, moſt gracious Queen! approach thy Cell : 


Hail happy Grotto] to thy bleſt Retreat 

| Greatneſs retires to be more truly Great. 

Here, by the Sculptor's Art, are well deſign'd 
The Buſts of Thoſe, who dignify'd their Kind. 
Locle, Boyle, and Newton, Woolaſton, and Clarke, 
Brighten thoſe Paths which Ignorance made dark; 
Reaſon, and Arts, Truth moral, and divine, 

In their immortal Works, unclouded ſhine. 


Reſembland 


(Col 
Reſemblance the well-judging Eye delights, 

And th' active Soul to ſemblant Thought excites : 
Intent, Str exerts her Faculties, and Powers, 

Riſes in Thought, in Contemplation towers. 


Reaſon, that Emanation of the Mind, 
Breaks forth in Locke ; diffuſive, and refin'd. 


Wiſdom, and Piety, their Beams unite 
To ſhine in Boyle, with ſtrong, convictive Light; | 
Which, thro' the various Works of Nature, ſhows 
God, the ſole Source, whence all PerfeQtion flows. 


Newton th' Allwiſe Creator's Works explores, 
publimely, on the Wings of Knowled ge, ſoars; 
h eſtabliſh'd Order of each Orb unfolds, 
\nd th' omni-preſent God, in all, beholds: 
If to the dark Abyſs, or bright Abode 
He points ; the View ftill terminates in God. 


Landy, The 
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The moral Duties Woolaſton diſplays ; 
On Nature's Laws the firm Foundation lays: 


In Clarke the Chriſtian Purity appears, 
Reyeal'd Religion he divinely clears 
From Miſts of Error, Vapours of blind Zeal, 
Which oft her Heay'n-bora Beauties would conceal ; 
From fanguine Marks, which her pure W hitcheſ 

ſtain'd, 

And all her ſacred Truths polluted, and profan'd. 
Here Reaſon, Learning, primogeneal Law, 
Submit to Faith, with Reyerence and Awe. 
*Tis She, Celeſtial Grace! muſt thoſe refine ; 
"Tis her Impreſſion ſtamps them all divine. 


Theſe are the Morthies, whom our glorion 


Queen 


Delights to honour in this ſolemn Scene; 


Che 


fol 


r 
She conſecrates their Memory to Fame, 
Affixing theirs to her own deathleſs Name. 


While plenteous Thames flows from its Cryſtal 
_ Es 
While ebbing Tides to Oceanus Bed return; 
While circling Waves around Britannia move; 
While Liberty, and Honour, Britons love; 
While the fair Moon reflects the ſolar Ray, 
And guides the Motions of the ſwelling &a; 
While the bright dun the golden Day ſhall give, 
With Caroline's, theſe Sager Fame will live. 


Aa MERLIN: 
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MERLIN: 
P O E M. 
Humbly inſcrib'd to her MA] ESTV. 


The Barros ever to his Lore attend, 
And but with Time itſelf his Predicts end. 
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Humbly Inſcribed (Octob. 1735.) to 


Hr MAJESTY, QUEEN 
OO LARBDITN 


Ik Queen! 


| The loyal Zeal excuſe, 
The fond Ambition, of a Britiſh Muſe, 

Who wou'd, in Merlir's Praiſe, attempt to ſoar, 
And, in his Cave, Your Patronage implore : 
Protection ſeek, beneath Your Reyat Name; 

And borrow Strength to riſe, from Merlin's Fame. 


When 


( * 


When 800 to diſtant Climes had giv'n the Day, 
And ſhone on ours, with pale reflected Ray; 
When Night, with ſolemn Pace, adyanc'd her Head, 
And o'er the Hemiſphere her Mantle ſpread ; 
Vet thro the ſable Gloom thoſe Orbs reyeal'd, 
Which, in a Flood of Light, the Day conceal'd : 
I, to a Summit, mus d along to ſee. 
Unnumber'd Suns, which croud the Galaxy. 
But Merlins Cave had ſuch Impreſſions le, 
And Royal Honours to his Mem' ry pay'd ; 
Pleas d with Reflection, and inyoly'd in Thought, 
Creative Fancy ſoon this Viſion wrought. 


Then, lo ! beneath a venerable Oak, 
Which oft repell'd the Tempeſt's furious Stroke; 
Whoſe ſpreading Arms a wide Circumf rence ſhow, 
And from whofe Trunk ff prings ſacred Miſſeltoe: 
Methought, I ſaw an awful Shade ariſe; 
(Fit Object only for Poetick Eyes.) 


The 


le 


„ "T003 

The Form majeſtick, and the Front ſerene; 

Angles, and Circles, on his Robe were ſeen. 

The * Northern Grown around his Temples ſhone, 
And the Cæleſtial Signs adorn'd his Zone. 

The Britiſh Harp ſeem'd to ſupport one Hand; 
While t'other gently way'd the ſacred Wang. 

The Manes of great Merlin ſtood confeſs'd ; . 

And my enraptur'd Fancy thus addreſs'd : 


„Why will Meliſſa Merlin's Praiſe decline, 
« Diſtinguiſh'd now by Royal Ca ROLINE ? 
« Believe not ſuch, as wou'd aſperſe my Name; 
« But truſt thoſe Authors, who defend my Fame. 
« You, to the Royal Grotto, touch'd the Lyre, 
And durſt in God-like Newton's Praiſe aſpire. 
Why ſhou'd not Britiſb Merlin grace thy Page, 
In Mathematicks once eſteem'd a Sage? 
* A well-try'd Genius cou'd tranſmit to Fame 
My honour'd modern Gave, and antient Name: 


« Might, 


* A Conflellation ſo call'd; 


e - 
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Might, to my Rox ar Gvzsr, re-touch.theString, 


„ And view the Wonders I erected there: 


Try, if their Skill improy'd mine &er can foil; 
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« And as * he ſung the Saint, the Prophet ſing. 
Rut ſince the Cambrian Bards neglect the Muſe, 
« Meliſſas humbler Strains III not refuſe. 


« Six Centuries, twice told, are now compleat, 
« Since Merlin liy'd on this terreſtial Seat. 
« Knowledge appear d, but dawning to my Sight; 
t She blaz d on Newton with Meridian Light. 
Let the faint Glimm'rings which my Genius taught, 
« Beyond the Ken of human Art, were thought, 
« What I by meer mechanick Pow'rs atchiey'd, 
« Th' Effects of Magick, then, by moſt beliey'd. 
« To Stone-henge let the Sons of Art repair, 


« Reſtore the Oiants- Dance t Hibernian Soil. 

Nor in Geometry excell'd alone ; 

© .But other Scrences to me were known. 
&« ſtudy d 


» Author of the LB EE, a Poem, preſented to her Majeſty. 


4 . 


LE 
« T ſtudy d Nature throu gh her various Ways; | 
« And chaunted to this Harp prophetick Lays. 
« Oft'to * PLINLIMON have T took my Way, 
« Roſe with the dun, toil d up th Aſcent all Day; 
« But ſcarce could reach the Mountain 8 n | 
Height, 
Fre radiant Veſper uſher'd in the Night. 
« The Summit gain d, I ſought with naked Eye 
«To penetrate the Wonders of the Sky. 
it, No Teleſcopic Glaſs known in that Age 
J“ aſſiſt the Optics of the curious Sage. SO 
0 Tho loy'd Aſtronomy. oft chatni'd my Mind, 
| “I now erroneous all my Notions find. 
I thought bright S/ around our Globe had run, 
K Nor knew Earth's Motion, nor the central Sun. 
And had L,known ; could T Belief have gain d, 
© When Ignorance, and Superſtition reign'd ? 
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* A Mountain in Cardiganſbire. 
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cc Unſeen bs me, Atrattions mighty Force, 
25 ad how fierce Comets run theis ſtated: Courſe, 
© Surprizing Scenes! by Heay'n reſerv d in Store 
& For its own Fay'rite Newton to ex plore. 
“With Faculties enlarg d, He's gone to prove 
« The Laws, and. Motions, of. yon Worlds aboye; 
View 6o/ar Syſtems in the Milky Way, 
And the yaſt Circuits of th Expanſe ſurvey. 
ce My Spirit too through Æther wings its Flight, 
© Diſcov'ring Truths deny d my mortal Sight, 
6 Tranſported hovers. o'er my native Iſle, 
* Where Arts improve, and Peace and mer ſmile. 


« « But lo! Bootes drives his radiant Car, 
« High on its Courſe, around the Polar. San, 


And fiery Draco droops his ſtarry Creſt; 


« Tis time, thou ſhouldft indulge thy needful Ref: 
© © Yet ſtay, Mel1ſa2—try this fav rite Lyre : 
And Merlin will the grateful Song * 


4 To 


0 


6187) 
4 To Learnings Patroneſs my Thanks convey z 


« And humbly at hey F cet preſent thy Lay. 
4 Conſcious, how mean, and how unskill'd thy Hand, 
1 ſee thee tremble at my kind Command. 


„Let my Perſuaſion, once, thy Fears bcguile ; 
«The gracious Qvzzx will condeſcend to ſmile : 

« For Merlin's ſake, will give Meliſ Leave 

Jo touch the Strings i in my much nd Cre. 


« And Wallia's gen'rous Prince will not difdain 
„What I foretell ;—tho' low, thy Lyrick Strain. 
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To the QUEEN. 


ATIL! Guardian of Britannia's Fate, 
H Whoſe Worth tranſecnds the Regal state? 
Thee! whom propitious Heay'n deſign d 
The Guard, and Glory, of thy Kind. 
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Improve thro your auſpicious Care. 


Your Fayour can reſtore to Fame, 


Prom dark Oblivion, Merlin's Name, 


The Muſes all to you reſort, 
As to their own Apolle's Court. 
Thrice happy Britons ! W iſdom!'s cen | 


Preſiding in our matchleſs QUEEN 


Aſtræa and Minerva join 


Io form one finiſh'd CAROLINE, 


Een Fals v wou'd her Pow 7 Diving, ; 
: Conſummate Quuzx to Thee zeſign; a 
Give up her Sword to thy Connand, 2 
| And truſt her Balance in thy Hand. 

: Let happy Sritons learn to know, 
The Deen We. reigns below ! 
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© MERIIN! 


M E RLIN' 5 5 


| Prince, for future Safety giv'n ; 
For Thee * s decree'd a Virtuous Bride, 
Choiceſt Gift, of bounteous Heay' n. | 
To reward thy filial Duty, 
To perpetuate Brunſwick's Race, 


Heav n prepares for thy Embrace. 


No bluſt'ring Storms affright the Fair, 
No raging Billows dare to riſe; 

Safe by Heav'n's, and George's Care, 
May ſhe bleſs our longing Eyes! 


Hunbl inſcrib'd to his Royal Highneſs, the Prax 
ef WALES >... 


R AL F REDERICK ! Britain's Pride! ' 


Wit, and Learning, Youth, 'and Beauty, 


(190) 
Neptune, ſoothe old Father Ocean; 
Mild Favemiss, waft thy Gales ; | 
May One repell each threar ning Motion, 
For Albion t Other wwell the Seils! 


Behold! ſhe comes, enrich'd with Charms, 

Indulgent to thy plighted Love! 

Receive the Blefling to thy Arms, 

And Hymen' s hallow'd Rites approve. 

Lluſtrious Pair! wou'd You in Story, 

Thro' ſucceeding Ages, ſhine ? 

Wou'd you tread the Paths to Glory? 

Follow George, and Caroline! 


\ 
j 


And lo! I ſee a glorious Race, 
| 'Succeſlive riſing to Renown ! 
2 Decree'd Britannia's Throne to grace; 
And give new Luſtre to a Crown. 


Ordain'd 


(191) 
Ordain'd to wield the Sceptre Royal, 
With righteous Pow'r, and gentle Sway; 


And rule o'er Britons, Braye, and Loyal, 


Till Heay'n, and Earth, ſhall melt away. _ 


I'S, * 1 * 


Mrs WiIIs 3 8 a 8 if 
Der own Work to Mrs MyDDe1 toy, 
 andaefſw'dtheLaates of Croes-newydd, 
and me, to direct our Letters for her, 
to be left at the Po/?-Office in Okeham 
being uncertain where ſbe JSoou'd be, 


gave Occafi on 70 he 3 4 
To Mrs Wits in England. Thi 


8 Greciat Miner Ovid's 's Muſe relates) Wt 
> . Wrote long Epiſtles to their wand'ring Mates Ma 
Uncertain if thoſe Le they cer ſhou'd view; loſe 
 Unknowing when they were; ſo I to you. 


If Rutland's narrow Bounds confine my Friend, 
Or where the larger Liberties extend 
Of ancient Lincoln ; ; whether you frequent 
© The Seat, where fair Eliga's Youth was ſpent, 


2 7 Bene 
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Beneath wiſe Harrington's inſtructive Care; | 
(Whoſe Worth the weeping Marbles ill declare.) 
Thee, * Exton, thee! the Royal Maid did grace, 
Th' illuſtrious Mother of the Brunſwick Race. 

Or are you now, Þ where dire inteſtine Rage 


Proyok'd a King and People to engage? 

Where Tork and Lancaſter their Titles try'd ? 
Or where the Sowre does Leiceſterſhire divide? 
Wheree'er you are, to this J will impart 

The faithſul DiQates of a grateful Heart; 

The tender Wiſh, th' AﬀeCtions warm and true, 


Which from one Friend are to another due. 


May'ſt thou, exempt from Pain, or Care, or Strife, 
Inſenſibly deſcend the Hill of Life; 

With Thoughts unruffled, and a Mind content, | 
Enjoy the Comfort of a Liſe well - ſpent. 


Cc 8 When 


* The Harringtens were then poſſeſo d of Exton now Id GairſtoreugÞ:, 
Tage. bill in Warwickſhire, where the firſt Battle was fought between 
Ling Charles and his People. | 


| "a, Boſworth in Leicefterſbire, was the laſt Baule berween 7irk and 


Or 'twixt your Book and Work divide the Hour: 


But hou'd the Monarch of the glorious Eaſt, 
Bright as his Neighbour Sun i in Splendor dreft, 


And ſo adorn'd ſhou'd on his Carpet ſhine, 


His Worth cou'd neer amount to Her's, who ſits c 
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Wherce'er you dell, B er employ '4 you are, 
If to the much-loy'd Garden you repair; 5 
And with delight obſerve the blooming PFlow'rs ; 


Whate' er Amuſement now you may perſue, 
With Pleaſure here your Hand y-work we view; 
Where on the Carpet you with Skill diſplay'd 
A flow'ry Bordure, round the matchleſs Maid : 
There well form'd Shades, here diff rent Colours meet, 
In various Fancies, ſpread beneath her Feet. 

Of the fich Perſian Carpets we are told, 
Of Velvets, Tiſſues, and their'Cloths of Gold; 


Around himſelf his India's Wealth diſplay, 
In all his orient Gems proſuſely gay; 


Thine! « | 
But 
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But as ſome Knight that in the Liſts of Fame, 
By brave Exploits has gain d a deathleſs Name; 
Content with his Renown, in his great Hall, 


Hangs up his Arms in Figure on the Wall. 
So Thou (and ſure my Fancy's not amiſs !) 
Shoud'ſt ne'er attempt another Piece like This; 
But ſend thy Needle, Thimble, Sciſſars home, 
To make a Figure in thy Exton-Dome. 


OT MSL LLOYD 


ANSWER, by Mrs W1Lrs. 


0 very great the Implements appear, 
Y You might miſtake the Needle for a Spear; 


The brazen Thimble fix d againſt the Wall, 

On ſudden View, you might a Helmet cal; 
The Sciſlars, ſo magnificently great, 2683 
deem thoſe which of our Lives do cut the Date. 
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gut 


Sure 


Wl Yet ſundry Marks of warlike Deeds it bears. 


(196) 
Sure theſe are Relicks ! then it might be aid, 
For of ſuch Trophies we have never read; 
Know, theſe were us d, where Mira's pleas d to tread, 


0 
5 


Geenen 


R EPL Y to Mrs WI1LLs. 


- I NSKILFULL Conjurers, the Learned ſay, 
Sometimes raiſe Spirits, which they cannot 

lay; 
And I, who neither Spright, nor Man can charm, 


Have raisd a Figure which may do much Harm. 


How fierce th' expanded Weapon does appear 
And in the gaping Forſex ſtrikes the Spear : 
That one-cy'd Cyclop who the Ground has ſpread, 
Tremendous, ſanguine Sight! with bloody Red: 
O'er its grim Head, the brazen Helmet glares, 
Which tho' it neither Plumes, nor Horſetail, wears, 


A Fom i 


Ah! my good Friend, take care of little Maſters; 


| ( 197 ) 
A Form ſo horrid who can ſhew in Verſe ? 
The Hydra at the Tower looks not more fierce ! 


When the young Trojan his great Sire beheld, 
In dreadful Armour ready for the Field ; 
Poor tim'rous dy, unus d to ſuch a Sight, 
Trembl'd and ſhriek'd with Horror and Affright. 
And who can tell what Miſchief may enſue | EE 
From the raſh Hint thoughtleſs I ſent to you? W oF 
What if ſome Neighbour's Child, or pregnant wit, | | 
Are frighten'd into Fits, —or out of Life? 
How can I anſwer for ſuch dire Diſafters / 


And let not little Miſſes looſe their Lives, 

Or tender Husbands weep for Babes, or Wives ; 
But to preſerve their Senſes, Lives, and Vigour, 
—1 beg you'll draw a Curtain o'er the Figure. 
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Ms, ile . 
1 e commiſſion d by 3 you, I the 
= Liberty took 


To Fm a 550 Gentleman, for your French Book; 
Confus d, he affirm'd, (I won't ſay he Gyore,) 
'T bad been in his Pocket, theſe three Months, or 
more; 
Deſigning, with humble Submiſſion, " leave it, 
In thoſe lilly Hands, whence he firſt did receive it. 
The Book he admires, but ſuſpects t has a Charm; 
And he apprehends it has done him much Harm. 
ho' conſcious, his Duty it was, in good Manners, 
Your Book to return, with his Thanks, and beſt 


Honours ; 


SY 
Tho the Day was oft fix d on, and the Speech it 


was ready, 887 2 
The Bow was well- practis d, to approach the good 
\, © Lay 1 


Tho! vaſt Preparations! yet ſtill Reſolution 

Was wanting to put them in due Execution. 

Himſelf to excuſe, he now ſtarts a new Thought; 

The Book has a Charm in't, the Book is in Fau't! 

I ſhrewdly ſuſpect why the Book is to blame; 

Alas ! it has put Mr Ivy to ſhame: - 

Puts him to the Bluſh and he now does deſpair, 

His Blood will ne'er ſettle without Iriſh Air. 

« Pray do me the Favour (faid he t'other Day,) 

« This Book to the Owner, with Thank, to con- 
vey; 

gut who was the Author, or who was the Prince, 

I know not; yet gueſs they are totten long 
| ſince: | 

Had he wrote in her Time (as I am her Debtor,) 

" I'd ſwear that he was your Maria's Preceptor. 


4 To Mrs n on the Death f 
- ber Son. 


Mritten at Fakes Jan. 16, 1731. 


N vain J ſeek to counſel or perſuade; 
1 In vain with thee lament the much-loy'd Dead; 
In vain with thine my ſwelling Sorrows flow, 
In vain 1 Labour to appeaſe thy Woe : 
Yet ſtill thou bid'ſt me write! Ah! poor Relief! 
*Twill yent my own, but not aſſuage thy Grief. 
With pleaſing Views of Bliſs ourſelves we cheat, 
And our fond Paſſions fayour the Deccit; 
Vain Hope a moſt enchanting Scene diſplays, 
And Love neer promiſes but happy Days. 
On theſe alluring Proſpects eager bent, 
We fondly this Side Jordan pitch our Tent. 


Illuſiye 
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Inuſive Views! and ExpeRtations vain ! 
Strait Diſappointment and the ghaſtly Train 
Of Liſe-corroding Grief, and baneful Care, 
And a whole Troop of human Ille appear. 

"Tis thus unerring Wiſdom thinks it beſt, 
To prove that Here, we ſhou'd not fix our Reſt. 


He grieyes not willingly the human Race; 
Afflictions oft are T enders of his Grace: 

In Mercy he corrects, and wou d controul 
The darling Sin that moſt beſets the Soul. 
Our God a holy Jealouſy avows, 

And of no Creature rival Love allows: 


If ought on Earth too ardently we prize, 


If here alone we fix our Home, and Care, 

Reflect, no Miſ'ry can with ours compare: 
But we beyond this Life our Hope extend ; 
here, caſt thy Anchor, dear afflicted Friend; 


Dd 


The much-loy'd Bleſſings vaniſh from our Eyes. 
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There our ſure Hope, our certain Comfort lies; 


There Gad ſhall wipe all Sorrow from our Eyes; 

There thou ſhall't meet thy much lamented Son, 

In Virtue's Paths the Race of Life who run ; 
Whom Heay'n, in Mercy, to himſelf has choſe, 

And reſcued from a World of Sin and Woes: 

He only knew the pleaſant Morn of Life, 

Nor felt the Pangs of Grief, or Storms of Strife. 

No tort'ring Paſſion diſcompos'd his Breaſt, | 

Peaceful he liv'd, and calmly ſunk to Reſt, 

At Heav'n's Decree, my Friend, no more repine, 

But to th' Almighty's Will, thy own reſign; 
Ceaſe vain Laments, and theſe diſtracting Fears, 
Suppreſs thy. Sighs, and dry thy fruitleſs Tears: 

Submit with Rey'rence to th' inflicting Rod, 

And own the Hand of an Almighty God. 


J. B. 


DECORUM: 


A Grace, a Manner, a Decorum; 


(203) 
DAPI SLES FLAIR FLEE 


DECORUM: 
| on Ta: 
FEMALE DEBATE. 
Written FR the Tear 1739, at the Deſire of a Friend, 


«TY EO b the fix'd and ſettl'd Rules 
B „Of Vice and Virtue in the Schools; 

« Beyond the Letter of the Law, 

« Which keeps out Men and Maids in Awe, 

« The better Sort ſhould ſet beſote em 


« Something that gives their Acts a Light, 
Makes em not only juſt, but bright ; 
And ſets em in that open Fame, 
Which witty Malice cannot blame. 


D d 2 Thus 
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Thus PRIOR ſung——ſo far, fo good : 
Yet this fine Leſſon. rais'd ill Blood! ; 
So Myra found, who, as a Friend,, 
1 would recommend. ES aq) 
'The beauteous Lines above ſhe choſe 

As more affective far than Proſe. _ 
Advice, ſhe thought, muſt neads perſuade, - 
When in delightful Verſe convey 'd. | 


But, cries young Cx 144A, in a Paſſion, | 
“ Formality is out of Faſhion; 
« And what's Decorum ?——but the ſame ? 
It differs only in the Name. 
The Modiſh, and Genteel atteſt 
„A free Behaviour is the beſt. 


“ But, if you PRTORês Text maintain, 
NY « What his Decorum is, explain, 


1 
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His Senſe is clear in ey'ry Line, 


Nor Comment needs to make it ſhine ; 


— Explain on what great PRToR writ !— 


Hard Task !—but CETLIA, I ſubmit. 


Decorum is the Child of Reaſon, 


Obſerving Order, Place, and Seaſon 


To Virtue, her undoubted Mother, 

So like, we ſcarce know one from t'other. 
As round the Sun his Glories fiream, 
Virtue emits this radiant Beam. | 


The Rough and Rigid, ſay the Wiſe, 
Should to the. Graces ſacrifice; | 
To be both ſtrictly juſt and chaſte; 

Yet ſtill, not with Decor um grac'd, 
Is like the Diamond from the Mine, 
Before the Poliſh gives the Shine. 
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T' inuſtrate what I lay babes ye, 


Permit nie to recite a Story. 


„ Apree'd; oblige us with the Tale ! 
If ſhort, to pleaſe, it cannot fail.” 


| A Country Lady well I knew, 
With Virtue bleſt, Good- breeding too; | 
Tho' with the Poliſh'd more delighted, 
She, Virtue in the rough, ne'er ſlightcd. 
1 The home-bred Houſe- wives often came, 
1 And waited on the courteous Dame: 
One Day, a plain, but honeſt Neighbour, 
Who liv'd on Induſtry and Labour, 
And ſery'd her Houſehold, in his Way, 
Invited was a while to ſtay: f 
le took the Lady at her Word; TT? 
An unbred Female made the Third, 
The Lady talk'd, what ſhe thought beſt 
T inſtruct, and pleaſe her humble Gueſt. 


* 
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When enter Viſitants polite ; 
The Ruſtic ſtrait withdraws from Sight: 
The Lady and her Friends agree 
T” admit him of the Company; 
The Invitation is repeated, 
Again, to his Content, he's ſeated : 
Again is faſten'd by the Ears, 
And charm'd with all he ſees, and hears, 


« But theſe ſame Viſitants—were they 
“Ladies, or Gentlemen, I pray? 


Both, Cx TIA, in that Circle met; 
Tho not one Foppling, or Coquet. 
All their Diſcourſe ſhould J recite, 


'Twould wear out Cer1a's Patience quite; 


It ſhall ſuffice me then to ſay, 
The Ruſtics homeward took their Way. 


* Neighbour ! cries he, d'ye mind how theſe, 


* At once, can both inſtru, and pleaſe. 
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| How their Diſcourſes ours excel ! 15 


Their Words, like Dew on Hermon, fell: 
ET heir Virtue makes a goodly Show, 


In all they ſpeak, and all they do! 


© But you, and I, tho' juſt, and true, 


Our Merit cannot ſet to View. 


© Our Virtue is too rough ; and many 
From thence, may think we have not any. 


Thus, in Decorum, Virtue ſhines, 


And een th untutor'd Mind refines! 
* And thus, inſpires as juſt a Thought, 


As Tur r penn'd, or PTA ro taught! 


A Tale is eaſier told, I find, 


Than what. you, CELIA, firſt enjoyn'd : 
Tho' I Decorum would maintain, 
Its Nature I can't well explain.“ 


” 83 is that Becomingneſs, or Fitneſs of Behaviour, which is in 
its Nature fo cloſely united and riveted to Virtue, that there is no way of 
The Difference between them is ſo very ſmall, that we 


ſeparating them. 


- can Aer conceive what 3 is, than explain it. 
Tully's Offices, Book the Fir. 


But 
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But ſure! howe'er it is defin'd, 
It ſprings from ReAitude of Mind, 
Which gives an Elegance, a Grace; 
As Health Complexion to a Face. 


“Can Woman riſe to this Degree? 
One Inſtance, Myra, let me ſee: 
—Yes;—in MARIA, you may trace 
All that adorns the Female Race; 
She, good and great, wiſe and polite, 
Determines, ſpeaks and acts aright : 
Decorum in her Conduct lives, 

To all her Actions Luſtre gives. 


The Great, who Virtue's Rules regard, 
Should check the Bad, the Good reward ; 
Nor let high Titles ſcreen the Dame, 
Whoſe Conduct ſtains her noble Name; 
While ſuch they equally prefer, 

They act quite out of Character. 
E e 
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The Virtuous, in each Rank, ſhould be 
Obſervers of ſtrict Decency ; 
Due Honours to the Worthy pay, 
But ſhun th' unthinking madly Gay, 

If thus Decorum were maintain'd, 
Vice would perceive itſelf diſdain'd ; 
The Fear of public Scorn would awe, 
Beyond the Rigour of the Law; 

Beyond what Moraliſts can teach; 
Beyond ev'n what Diyines can preach, 


THraALttgsTtRIs heard all this with Scorn, 


Such Lectures are not to be born 


She taps her Box, and ſneering cries, 


gome Folks are moſt ſeverely wiſe ! 
But their fine Rules are oft neglected 
3 ſame for Manners, much reſpected. 


The 
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The cotittly FLoxto, whoſe Addreſs 
His very Rivals muſt confeſs; | 
He, who amid the Fair preſides, 
The Mirth, the Dance, the Muſic guides: 
Sure, he Decorum knows full well! 
Yet ſingled out the kindeft Belle; 
What tho” her Honour had a Flaw! 
He did not value that a Straw. 
'Tis true, ſome formal Ladies rag d, 
That ſhe ſhould be the firſt engag d; 
Theſe in the Dance tefus'd to joyn: 
—Theit Pride was ſtiffer far than Mine — 
Were ſuch, as pow'rful, as ſeyere, | 
They'd raiſe an Tnquiſition here, 
All harmleſs Freedoms to aboliſh, 
And ey'ry Thing that's gay demoliſh. 
Their rigid N6tions who can bear? 
— Tis peeviſh Prudery all ſwear. 
| late this rude cenſorious Way; 
What ist to me, who goes aſtray ? 


Ee 2 I've 


6212) þ | 
I've too much Manners to arraigh . 
1 VANEIIA, or her am rous Train; 
T. impeach his Lordſhip, or his Grace, 
Is Spleen, Ill-nature,—all Grimace ! 
Tl joyn in no ſuch rude Proceeding ; | 
Au this I take to be Good-breeding : 
This ſure ! the Manner, the Decorum, 
The better Sort ſhould ſet before em. 
. 7 8 1 121m 0 
What learn we now from this Debate? 
— That Vice will have its Advocate. 
That Frorto, poliſh'd FB oxtO I choſe 
The Weed, before the ſweeteſt Roſe. - 
That Prudence which, in Heathen Time, 1 
Was own'd a Virtue moſt ſublime; 
That Honour, and each moral Grace, 7940 
Now paſs for Prudery, Pride, Grimace. 0 
To ſhun a wild, unworthy Creature, 


Is Spleen, Ill-manners, and Ill-mture; 


0 
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To blame, tho' juſtly, is the Height 
Of Envy, Jealouſy, and Spite. * 


But maugre all THALESTRIS faid, 
Chaſte Virtue ſtill uprears her Head; 
The Form of bright AucusTA wears, 
And in four Royal Nymphs appears: 
Their great Example ſhall preyail, 
When Argument, and Precept fail : 
They, chief in Virtue, Rank, and Name, 
Shall lead the Way to deathleſs Fame. 


Mrs 


1 8 5 2 


Some Poems which follow were written 
by other Hands ; but it was thought 
proper to re-print them here from the 
Gentleman's Magazine, as: they gave 
Occaſion to thoſe /aned MEL1884 inthe 
Controverſy with F IDELIA, Fipo, &c. 
which ſo agreeably entertained the Pub- 
lic in the Years 1734 and 1735. 


| | 5 | 
reren 


To the GENTLEMAN Who offer d 50 
Pounds to any Per ſon who ſhould write 
the beſf PO E M by May next on je 
Subjefts, viz. LIFE, DEATH, JUDG- 
MENT, HEAVEN and HELL. 


From the Gentleman's Magazine, July 1734. 


B* T fifty Pounds! A ſorry Sum! 
You'd more need offer half a Plum: 


Five weighty Subjects well to handle? 
Sir, you forget the Price of Candle; | 


And Leather too; when late and ſoon, 

L ſhall be paceing o'er my Room, 

Bite cloſe my Nails, and ſcratch my Head, 
When other People are in Bed. 

'Tis known old Swift, Dan Pope and Toung, 
Thoſe Leaders of the rhiming Throng, 
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Are better paid for Meditations, 
On the moſt trifling Occafions ; 
The Broomſtick, Benefit of Fa—ing ; 
: Or any Whim they thew their Art in. 
Alas, an idle Farce, or Play, 
Such as To Txums, or Phillila, 
Is better lik d, will ſooner ſell, ay 
Than pious Subjects treated well. 
I ever low d the true Sublime, 
And think the Theme is worth my Time; 
But Im a Maid, whoſe Fortune' s ſmall, 
or I would ask no Pay at all! 
But ſtraight fit down, invoke my Muſeʒ 
For thoſe are Subjects L would chuſe. 
But as an Author lately writt, 
The Muſes !' they are Virgins yet; 


And may be,—till they Portions get; 
So, as tis Wealth that all Men follow, 
Not * 8 A nor — 215. 
"TORE > 


91 | Methinks, 


4 
Methinks, I'd fain increaſe the Bleſſing, 
For which ſugh ' Growds are daily preſſing, 
o Wealth ! thou fiverſa! Paſſion 

So much defir'd in this our Nation; 

That ſhould the Doctor write again, 

He would ſay Wealth inſtead of Fame. 

But to return from my Digreſſion, 


And be more clear in my Expreſſion; 

That is, Sir, if you'd have it done, 

Pray add a Cypher to your Sum: 

I did but jeſt bout half a Plumb. 7. 
Lincoln, Sept. 23, 1734. Fp EI II. 
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Another by the ſame. 


From the Gentlemas's Magazine for November 1734. | 
NDEED, Mr URBAN, IJ muſt tell you, tis hard 
That you, to my Poem, ſhould ſhew no Regard; 

You might have ſaid ſomething, had it been a leſs : 
But to ſend no Return, but my own, from the Preſs, 
Ff Makes 


Makes me almoſt wiſh I had kept to my Stitching, 


I could not expatiate on Subjects Divine: 


In his Time has made Sermons, — you know who! 


Im charm'd with his Writings, I admire his brave 


And you may inform him I gladly would take him 


ET Wed Creme near Flt fuck « Flag 3 
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But this Scribling's a Thing ſo confounded be witching 
Perhaps, by my Raillery, .you might opine, 


But that is raſh Judging ; III warrant the Dean 


men go : 
Not that I ſpeak this by way of Reflection, 
For I love the Dean with the utmoſt Affection; 
| Spirit, 
That dares to diſtinguiſh 'twixt Grandeur and Merit; 


For better for worſe, all others forſaking ; 
You may add, that I love him to ſuch a Degree, 
I ſhould be content to croſs oyer the Sea; 


That Vaneſſa, that favourite of Vulcan's fair Dame, 


ng 


01 


aye 


Me, 


Th 


WE: 
That my Paſſion's ſo great, I can't live without him; 
That he's more need that ever of a — about 

him; z . 

out how was I griev'd when I read it laſt Poſt; 
That he had the Senſe of his Hearing quite loſt! 
I pray'd Fove from all other Ills to defend him, 
And long'd to be with him, that I might attend him; 
Then would I fo nurſe him, and make ſuch a Bride, 
He ſhould never once wiſh that the Knot was unty'd; 
For ſo good a Wife I ſhould certainly be, 
Ought diſpleaſing to him wou'd be hateful to me: 
The Example of thoſe he diſlikes I'd avoid, 
And imitate Sella, and Mifs Biddy Floyd: 
80, good Mr Urban, when you draw this Petition, 
Intreat him to pity my heartleſs Condition; 
And then for your Prizes your Poets may ſhift, 
1 ſhall have all I wiſh, whas I get Doctor Sw=—7. 


FiDELIA- 
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| T5 FIDELIA 27 Anſwer to her tw, 
EPISTLES. 


B 16 HT Maid ! ſince URBAN you accuſe 
That no Regard is paid your . 
And at his wonted Silenee vex, 


(A hateful Penance to your Sex,) 
Left this miſconſtru d Slight t oMerit 
So prompt a Genius ſhou'd diſpirit; 
He fears, looks careful, rubbs his Sconſe, 
And begs ſome Friend wou'd make Reſponſe— 
I wait to ſerye him at a Whiſtle : 

Muſe !—— write the Lady an Epiſtle. | 


You own quite thro' your amorous Paper 
A Paſſion for th' Hibernian Draper, 
Tho' yet (beneath the Roſe we ſpeak) 
You call'd him Ola, but t'other Week. 


(62 
But Mum ve ſcorn your Words to catch 
, Beſides, you pray we'd help the Match : 
We'd gladly in your Service liſt, 
0 Dear Nymph——but fear——we can't aſſiſt. 
Your Perſon you conceal--—— the Dean 
We re not ſo happy to have ſeen ; 
Wou'd you haye put us in Condition 
To recommend you by Petition, 
Lou ſhou'd have given us plain Direction, 
Your Temper, Stature, Age, Complex ion.— 
Tis plain you've Wit; we own it ſhines, 
With obyious Beauty, in your Lines; 
Squire Wor THY too Encom'ums ſends : 
That muſt be good which he commends. 


The Dean within a Poſt or two 
Will fee in Print your Billet-doux, 
And— — let 8 ſuppoſe he ſhou'd conſent, 


Do none their Marriage Choice repent ? 


But 
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To ſerve and honour, will it {uit you ? 
Have you well weigh'd that trying Duty? 
Oft Wives (and Miſtreſſes of Rank) 
| Have play'd their Soyercigns many a Prank, 
Aſpir'd to govern in their Houſes, 
And made meer Vafſals of their Spouſes: 
Thus the ſoft Pad, a gentle Titt, 
A while bears tame the ambling Citt - 
But, pamper'd, wou'd he then beſtride her; 
She bounces, frisks, and flings her Rider. 


Yon promiſe fair, for Nurſe or Wie, 
And wiſely judge the married Life 
| Wou'd more than ever prove endearing; 
Since the good Dean has loft his hearing- | 
A pleaſing Calm, well ſuited Station. — 
I'm Deaf—and know it by Probation. 


But oh!—the Prize I'm bid acquaint you, 
Is rais'd—yet fear 'twill diſappoint you, 


Front 


ron 
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From 5 we blot the Cypher nigh, 50 
And place his fair twin Figure by, 35 
No matter— you, Satiric Scoffer, 
Scorn 50 Pounds, a paltry Offer, 
You give the Poets Leave to /6ift 
For ſordid Gold—your Bait's a Swift ; 
He'll tempt, it ſeems,” when nothing can. 
Well—T'11 Addreſs the holy Man: 

For Female Wits (they're not a few) 

8 Propoſe— YouR-sELF—good Doctor do; 


© That Prize will ſure be moſt inviting— 
® You'll {et the Women all on Writing, 


ASTROPHIL. 


FIDELIA 70 SYLVANUS URBAN. 


From the Magazine for March 1735. 


Waited twice two Months, to ſee 
A If my dear Dean would anſwer me; 


(24) 
I knew old Men were not, like young, 
Haſty to anſwer right or wrong; 
They're wary, and deliberate long. 
Nay, loth to think he'd proye unkind, 
T laid the Fault on Waves or Wind; 
But fince he ſtill continues Mum, ſo 
| Alas! not only Deaf—but Dumb; 
What ſhould I do—but give him over, 
And chuſe at Home ſome kinder Lover. 
For J have Billet-doux each Morning, 
To beg I wou'd reject and ſcorn him; 
Jacx ResTLEss ſues in humble Plight, | 
Tom SPRIGHTLY does in Raptures write; 
| And to expreſs how great their Fins, 
They call the Doctor ugly Names. TY 
But be this known unto them all, 
I love him ſo—and ever man, 
That whoe'er hopes to gain my Favour, 


I Muſt not ſpeak Ill of him howeyer : 
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And as to what he wrote not long fince, 


Of Female * Minds, upon my Conſcience, 
To think it general— would be Nonſenſe. 
F is like he meant ſome certain Dame, 
Who falſely had aſpers'd. his Fame; 

And he to be reveng'd on her, 

Writes thus at large her Character: 

I vow I'm not offended by it, 


Let ſhe it repreſents apply it. 
Joys never gave ſo large a Share 

Of Wit, to ridicule the Fair. 

No, ſure he wrote for ſome good End, 
As a weak Siſter's Fault to mend. 

We know the Doctor's well inclin'd, 
And would reform all human Kind; 
Which he attempts in ſuch a Way, 

So new, ſo witty, and ſo gay, 
That while he chides he pleaſes too; 


A Secret known to yery few. | 
| G 2 ; But 


* Ste Furniture of a Woman's Mind, Ty Dr Swift. Gent. Nag. Vel. V. 
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| But— ſince 1 can't obtain his Favour, 
Quite to forget him T'll endeavonr, . 
So farewell, cruel Dean! forever. 
Linc. March is. ' _ | Five 


SOSITETOTEITEIOSSSTESDSSSTESS 


MzL11ssa 70 FIDELIA. 
From the Magazine for 4pril 1735. 
IDELT J, I find, a Retinue of Poets, 
From the higheſt Claſs, quite down to the low 
Wits; , 
From Apollo's true Sons, to his vain Implorers, 
Moſt humbly profeſs themſelves your Adorers. 
Friend Urban's judicious, —he gives but the * Name 
ot ſuch, whoſe Encomiums are Smoab and no Flamt, 


Tho' their Panegyricks, he reckons but Lumber, 


Yet their Names, Cypher-like, may mount up the 
Number. 
Ta J hope, 


* See Magazine Vol. V. p. 155, Note 1. 
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I hope, dear Fidelia, as loyal, as witty, 


Nor doubt I the leaſt, but you're youthful and pretty, 
If Quarrels ſhou'd riſe with the Don, or Monſizur, 
Will engage each Admirer to go Volunteer. 


A Company ſoon, 1 believe, you cou'd ra iſe 

To fight for the King, and to ſing in your Praiſe; 

And ſure, great Exploits they'd perform, —if they fight, 

With but half the Spirit, with which you can write. 

Like Pallas, the Goddeſs of Arms and of Arts, 

At once you'll inſpire both their Heads and their 
Hearts. 


Your Genius appears too in ſome of their Lays, 


And the * Riyals grown friendly unite in your Praiſe; 


For in your ſweet Numbers, are ſuch potent Charms, 


05 Shou d you once command em they Il all ruſh to 


Arms. 
be $o Grecian Corinna inſpir'd Old and Young, 
And her Country was fay'd, by the Force of her Song. 
* a 


G g 2 Songs, 


P See Gent. Mag. Vol. V. p. 155. Poems and Notes in Col. 1. 
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Songs, Odes, and Epiſtles, I've wrote, —and 
what not l "A | 3 
And ventur'd amongſt the Male Bards to the Grot ; 
And once I deſign'd to have try'd on the Theme 
Propos d by Hlvanus for Pounds and for Fame; 
| But ſoon as Fidelia's bright Genius was ſeen 
Set off, and applauded in his Magazzne ; 
I then recollected, what often I'd read, 
That Pallas proceeded from Jupiter's Head. 
"Tis a parallel Caſe I ſuſpect — by his Leave, 
That Fiqh, like Sybil, ſpeaks out of a CA vx. 
Be that as it will ;—'tis to me very plain, 
She'll win Fifty Pounds, —tho' ſhe loſes the Dean. 


M<EL155SA. 
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PEASALALAALDLLLLLALLL EL ELSE 


Anſwer to the foregoing, by a Gentleman 
who /aned FI Do, and ſaw all MRLIS- 
84's before they were ent lo the Preſs. 


From the Magazine for May 1735. 


F. R your Epiſtle—ſmart, obliging Dame, 


(Unknown your real, or poetick Name.) 


I, dear Fidelia's Friend—her Lover too, 
Without her Leaye addreſs theſe Lines to you, 


The injur'd Fair One, living above Ground, 
Sends from no hollow Cave an artful Sound. 
No Goddeſs born of Jove's all-teeming Brain, 
But Fleſh and Blood of true poetick Strain. 


Nor call'd like Helen on the Stage in Drury: — 


For Cave's no Conjurer J can aſſure ye. 


Let Monſieur, or the Don, or both advance; 


From her no Succours againſt Parr, or France. 
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I T haye ſome Hopes of her myſelf—but Mum! V 


Fair are his Terms, and open to the Groud, 


Wound with your Pen (whateyer with your Eyes) 
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Our Miniſters will make th Allies to ſhake, 1 


And as they brew (themſelves) ſo let them bake! 
Moſt of her wheedling, ſervile, rhiming Crew 0 


5 For Fire and Sirit are oblig d to yu. | EE 
Tis true, Fidelia has the Knack to write; IV 


Not ſo, perhaps, her Scriblers how to fight : A 
And fince the Dean's nor only deaf; but—dumb, II 


| Whotraffick not in Truth,—will ſoon believe 
That others deal in Falſchood, and deceive : 
As all ſeems Yellow to the jaund ic'd Eye, 1 0 1 


As you may think tis Cave that writes — not I: 
You catch at Jux o- not an empty Cloud. 


Safe — ſor Fidelia — ſaſe! attempt the Prize; 


LIrk, 


| (231) 
LIE E, JopomexT, HRA N, and a hear 
the Call 

Of fifty Pounds — much louder than em all! 

Each Subject grand, as grand Auguſta's Street 

Yet trod as oft” by mean poetick Feet. 

And fince DxA TR favours neither High, nor Low; 

Let Low, no more than High, forbear the Foe : 

VindiQive follow with avenging Breath, 

And never leave till they have murder'd Dear. 
Fr po. 


Ts the * M---------4, on her Epi- 


fe 10 FID ELIA. 


Mapan, 
Tr Fidelia's gay Wit was the Child of my Brain, 


Strain; ; 


Tho' 


I As you ſeem to ſuſpect in your ſmart courtly 
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5 (232) 
Tho' you Honour me much by the wild Imputation, 
Yet my Heart were at Stake for my Head's Reputation, 


Tho hollow—and ſounding—are Terms for a Gay, 
Im too empty for all this Fineſſe of a Knave ; 
And had rather (ITE: 0 be 0 a mere 
- Dunce, 
Than forfeit my Fame, and my Int'reſt at once : 
Songs, Odes, and Epiſtles you've wrote, —and what) 
” AMOS 
And ventur d amongſt the Male Bards to the Grot ; > 
Pray, how was the Weather— cold—tewp'rate or 


hot ? } 
Scarce ought, but the Gout, my Eaſe is a Curb on, 
Save how with Applauſe to acquit Mr Urban, 
By Judges as learn'd as the Heads of the Sorbonne. 
Then, tho' Fidy ſhou'd NET haye Juſtice 


from me, 


a 


If they ſhall adjudge—you write better than ſhe. 


E. C. 


(133). 


GARE: SN SSA FREE SIE dr Tut 
FIpELIA 10 MEL1s84. 

ro you, Me riss 4, wotthy Friend, 

8 does this Greeting ſend : 

Whereas you ve on Parnaſſus been, 

And all the Som of Fame have ſeen, 

ventur d that lofty Hill to climb, 

Which coſt, no doubt, much Pains and Titne, 

And kindly ſetit me News from thence, 

How they all feel ary Influence ; 

So far that not one fitigle Heart; 

From High to Low, has ſcap'd my Dart: 

—Know—T'm a Nymph of no mean Spirit, 

And will teward you for your Merit; 

So pray, mount Pegaſus again, 

And meet once more the ſhining Train; 

In gentle Numbers let em know 

That I compaſſionate their Wee; 

Hh But, 


e 


IT 
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But, fince I muſt not have the Dean, 


T o&er can think of Love again; 
So look on all as coldly now, 


As Dido, in the Shades below, 
When ſhe the Trojan Hero ſaw. 

Say then freely do reſign” 
Them all to be intirely thinee 
Yet don't be vain, tho' you have Charms, 
Nor think of ſending them to Arms ; 

For if you do, they muſt retreat, 

Or be moſt ſcandalouſly beat, 

Since, as to fighting for the King, | 
Without their Hearts, there's no ſuch Thing; 
So be advis d, my deareſt Creature, 

In all you do, to ſhow good Nature; 

Nor let Suſpicions thee perplex, 

I feign wy Name, but not my Sex. | 


FI DEILII. 


MzET185“ 


(235) 


MELISSA 70 FiDo.. 
nee eee e 
O gallant Fido, Peace L meekly ſend; 

T peace to Fidelia's Lover, and her Friend," 
Friend I'm to all whoſe Senſe or Mit excel, = 
Flow they from Hippocrene, or Clerkenwell. + 

Your Miſtreſs bids me, in a peccant Strain, 
To mount the winged Steed and meet her Train 
For Lovers, let diſtreſſed Damſels roam, = 
Who cannot find, or Chajce, or Cheap, at Home. 
Of all her wheedling, ſervile, rhiming Crow, 


[ do proteſt, I can admire but you. 
—Thanks—tho' 1 can't except her bounteous Gift ; 
I wiſh 'twere in my Pour to give her Swift, 
—Wiſh hed reward a Love ſo true, ſo pure': _* 
And in Return—ſhe cou'd his Deafuæſs cure. 

H h2 My 


IA 


582 


- At awful Diſtance, I the Summit view, } 


For Panks, 8 I the Berders rove, 


In my Efteem;—muſt that give you Offence ? 


LEY 


on wen tho' fleet, _ with Weight, 
ou'd ne er attempt Tarnaſſus' lofty Height: 


Admiring Po eg and my Wi HART, and 


To gather W reaths for Friexd/bip, or for Love. 
Tho! unambitjous high to climb the Steep 3 
Yet from the very Flas, I'd gladly keep. | 

For there no grateful Þ/aw'rs their Odours blow; 
But Grops of Poppies in full Plenty grow : | 
And harmleſy Smpbles for Fidelia's Garland : 
Tho Saus Chaplet ſprung not in that bare Land, 
Hbvius, you'll own, aſcends the Hill with Eaſe; 
And chaunts out Numbers which your Miſtreſs pleaſe. 


If Fidys former Lines ſpoke manly Senſe, 
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If for our Sex I thought her Vit uncommon ; 

Maſt you degrade her quite to—yery Woman? 

Meer Fleſb and Blood—and yaunting whiſper me + 


That you've ſome Hopes, Bone of your Bone ſhe'll be? | 


But ſhe's all Sirit; —and you're. much to blame; 


What /—gallant Fido boaſting —ſie, for ſhame! - | 


—PBeſides all this, ſhe'll certainly reſent 

Your chuſing me to be your Cn, tHt. 
Str has ſilene d me—ſhou'd ſhe ſend you a C 
The expreſſive Mum you ſent in truſty Mag, 


1 apprehend, but ſhe the Baaſt will catch; 


And then, ſmart F. 140, you may meet ypur Match! 
But, why fo witty on my Eycs—I pray 

—You'd give a Greet, to ſee em, I dare-ſay. 

You can't believe what Havock they have made; 

—The little Rogues til lurk in Ambuſeade. 


No haughty Strains I to Fidelia penn d; 
If feign'd, or real ſhe, I ſpoke the Friend. 


If 
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| (x38 ) 
I real; to lr Mit, Applauſe I ſent; 
| (Lown, twas not a Lover's Compliment) | 
Ev'n my Guſpicions muſt her Glory raiſe; ©— 
T aſcribe her Lines to C— vr, was higheſt Praiſe, | 
If this, rb applauded Fair won't eaſy make; 
On mz let the ares | W 
| | 710 fl 3 err? He 
'Unvex'd with gi} — in Deceit; 
I frankly wrote what Numbers us ·d to prite : | 
| From my blunt Pen ſoft Holes, not Wounds, ariſe ; | 
Soft as its Feather —harmleſs as my Eyes. 
No Colouring it wears of Jaundice Hue; 
Meant no Affront to Cave, means none to you. 
| Defenſive now, I uſe it as a Shield; 
For, Sir, a Briton knows not how to yield. 
Unknown my real, and poetiet Name 
Pray, Fido, do not laſn me into Fame.” 


Ann — 
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MELISSA 
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MEL ISS A 7 Ar E. C. 
IR I'm concern'd ls ſhould be a 
Concem ' d, my Words ſhou d ill Impreſſions 
| make. Nr 
Since on your Probity, no fur deſign d; 
On th Imputation, you've too much refin d. 
In merry mood, my Fancy join d wild Rumour, 
With no Deſign to vent, or raiſe ill Humour. 
—Suppoſe a Sroke of ſome ſmall Weight was gi- 
aj : 
Sure three to one, muſt make the Balance even! 
For Shame it were, and wou d quite ſpoil your Va unt 


uz e il | 7 
The three now weight , —if hs ſhould e. 


wanting. 


. — — r = 
, 1 Aa. 4 


wo 


hs Gour is not ſevere, —ſince you're ſoiteiry; 
To o ramble from your Way with waggiſh Qyery. 


—Temp/rate the Weather was, and cool the Grot : 
Therefote, I wonder much, a Cave's ſo hot. | 
No daher, quoth Fide het how , 
You jing#d!—and then ſtrait paps up the Lady! 
Who to Melia ſings a lofty Lay: 

But to rais'd Sirus, 1 dare little ſay; . 
Her Air, and Ditty both, your Head acquit ; | 
"Twas _ not n 2 that fag A 


5 AY 


Tent ane Animis carleſtibus Ire! 
. atid Mariss4 OQserrel! TT 
Sure, 'tis not which ſhou'd wear the Lau rel 
They're each ſo well deſerving Praiſe, 
We wiſh they wou'd divide the Bays. 


(14r 


fs either wounded ? Heav'ns forbid it, 
And petrify the Ink that did it. 


But what gigantick Muſe durſt fly 

To ſtorm againft the brighter Sky ? 
Contending Goddeſſes wou d yield, 

And to theſe Females quit the Field. 

Why then ſuch Jars? are they grown jealous ? 
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No—there are num'rous pretty Fellows 
Can court in Verſe, in Verſe betroth, 
Willing to gratify them both. 


But yet the Dean may prove a Foil, 
And all our ſubtle Thoughts beguile; 
Behind his Name another lurk, 

That might indeed make woful Work ; 
For of all Plagues wherewith we're curſt, 
Sure that of Riyals is the worſt, 


Id 


Ii 
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By Solitude our Pains encreaſe, 


By Partners we Afflictions cafe; 


In Love alone we ſullen grow, 


And hate Companions of our Moe: 


But where's the Phaon cou d engage, 
And charm two Spbo's in one Age ? 


MELISSA's Anſwer to the Verſes 
ſend S. U. 
From the Magazine for Fuly 1735. 
ME with FIDELIA quarrel! 
Not for the Penſion with the Laurel! 


Colly wou'd make a woful Pother, 


Ere he'd relinquiſh one or ! other : 
But cou'd the Laurel add a Grace 


And Air, becoming, to my Face? 


Ah! 


( 243 ) 
Ah! no: I'm certain, could I win it, 
Id make a hideous Figure in it. 
Facetious Fido wou'd deſpiſe 
My empty Crown and hollow Eyes : 
Perhaps he'd trip to antient Rome, 
To prove Meliſſa paſt her Bloom; 
With far-fetch'd Similes wou'd teaze her, 
And cry,—ſhe's cunning—as old Ceſar ; 
Who //ily, as the Story fays, 
To hide his Baldneſs, wore the Bays. 
Whence Fido might pretend to ſay, 
My Head was either bald or grey. 
Alas my Pate ſhou'd ne'er have Reſt; 
My Laurel too, become a Jeſt— 
u be contented in my Pinner, 
Let bright Fidelia be the Winner ! 
Tho' Daphne from Apollo fled; 
With Joy ſhell deck Fidelia's Head. 
If ſhe deſerves it ] declare it, 


J wiſh her Life, and Health, to wear it. 


Iiz Nor 


( 244 ) 


Nor am I, in the leaſt, grown jealous 
For Phaons, or ſuch pretty Fellows. 
Nay, —L'Il not quarrel for Decauus; 
Our Conteſt is for you, anus, 
| Who now, like Britain, hold the Scale, 
Left either Side too much prevail. 
e, Sir, you've * ſaid, my Pen's top keen, 
We In fathiring Fidy's Wit on Glen. 
f | My Muſe here offers to maintain, 
| That Sfleen inſpires, as well as Brain. 


— — = — 
o 


In Prior's Alma, pleaſe to look, 
You'll find, T talk not without Book. 
That Bard does logically ſing, 
The Þheen's a wond'rons uſeful Thing, 
* Elſe we ſhou'd want both Gibe and Satir ; 
* And all be burſt with pure Good-nature.” 


? In a private Letter to another Correſpondent. 


(6247) 

In meek Religion's Cauſe, tis not 
Alone, the Sanguin and the Hot; 

But &en the Mild, and eke the Cold, 
Rather than burſt, have choſe to ſcold. 
O, let the Britiſh Maxo tell, 

Can Wrath in Heav'uly Boſoms dwell ! 
Divinity ſpit Fire! ſo Keen! 

—Urban ! inſure thy Magazine— 


Was not his Grace of Buckingham, 
Of Frior's Mind; or much the ſame? 
His E/ay read Vou' l find the Page 
Mac Flecno was the Child of Rage. 


A greater Name J can produce; 
Will Pope forgiye the dating Muſe ? 
Twas either Pop E, or Pxox zus writ, 
That Spleens the Sire of Female Wit. 
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One Inftance more, which ſerves me beſt, 
And will demonſtrate all the Reſt : 
If *twas the Theme that did infpire 
Poetick Energy and Fire; 
* Indulgent Sþ/zen, to Thee we owe 
The brighteſt Piece our Sex can ſhow. 
At Frxcn's Tomb be Honours pay'd; 
And endleſs Bliſs attend her Shade. 


For me,— ſincerely, tis confeft, 
He ſeldom deigns to be my Gueſt ; 
Stays but a Minute, now- and- then, 
W hen much provok d, to point my Pen. 


Fr pELIA's Charge I can't ſuſtain; 
She's doubly arm'd with Spleen and Brain. 
1 Let this or that, inſpire her Lays, 
| M LIssA yields to her the Bays. 
| | | | F 1D0 


® Spleen, a Poem, by the Counteſs of Vincbelſea. 
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FID O zo MELISSA. 
From the Magazine for July 1 | | 
HAT mighty Things from ſmall Begin» 
nings rife ! 


W 


Mer1sLA writes, — and C-vE and Fi po dies! 
FrDELIA too but ſtruggles with her Fate, 
And may repent her Foolery too late. 


My great Offence was for my Mzſireſs” ſake; 
For both her Muſe and Being were at Stake. 
Poor frantick C- E bewail'd his dang'rous Wound; 
And groan d, and echo'd in a murm'ring Sound 
FipELIA next, indignant at your Sneer, 
Joyn'd our Militia— without Thought or Fear: 
Let what ayail our Courage, and our Odds; 
For what are Pigmies in the Hands of Gods ! 


SO 
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Say, dreadful HBROTxE ! ambiguous Fair! 
What mean your Forces? Is it Peace, or War? 
Peace you declare, like the Moſt Chriſtian King, 
Yet who believes he ever meant the Thing! 

At leaſt tis plain you'd have us underſtand 

That Peace is better made with Sword in Hand; 
But hold this Simile can never hit; 

No! but the German will exactly fit: 

Like his Imperial Troops you watch the Foe; 
And weak in Numbers date confront the Blow: 
Go on to rally, and maintain the Field, 

Nor let the Briton with the Homatn yield. 


Your Stratagems are not to War confin d; 
Some Strokes there are of a much ſofter kind. 
Thank ye Mz115s4a !—But with Frp in View, 
Tou d be ſurpriſing I ſhou d think of You. + 
1 hear with W onder of your conqu' ring Eyes! 
(From you I hear ! and yet---no Wiſhes riſe.) 


This 


18 


_— 6249) 
This certain. Comfort you may take however, 
I promiſe ye, III never boaſt the Favour, 


Poorly you play a SyLv1us.or a Swirr, 


Loye's laſt Contrivance---a mean 'T hread-bare 


Shift ; 


One of your Plots (my Life on't!) will miſcarry, 


I'm very ſure the DEAN will never marry ; 
And as for SYLVIUS,---I'm not in much pain, 
Alas, po-r Poet! he is not the Man. 

So you, and he invited by the Weather, 
May fondly go a /imping both together : 


Or ſpoil the Banks where Pinks and Lillies blow, 


While Wreaths of Laurel for FivELia grow ! 
Nor fear your Fate, of -being very Flat, 
Hell like you ne er a jot the worſe for that. 


But e' er your Slaughter farther you extend, 
Hear the pacific Treaty which J ſend. 


et but the Nuptials, I propoſe, be ſaſe, 


K k 


ell ſoon get Heirs, ſhall make all Zurope laugh, 


Scarce 


627 
Scare high Parnaſſus with a bold Defiance, 
Weak, and unequal to the grand Alliance: 
15 MeLrssa! 16 SyLvivs! ring; 


J Fi pELIA / Id Fino! ſing; 


Ff po. 


4422247444244 


£ MzL1ssa 70 FI Do. 


From the Magazine for Aug 1735. 


* 


HAT lurking Venom in my Gooſe-quill 
V lies! 11 

„ MsIIss A writes—and C-vz and Fro dies! 
If Fr po dies, I can't the loſs ſuſtain; 
I ne'er ſhall have ſuch Complements again. 
Ne'er ſhall my Eyes, in bright Encomiums, ſhine; 
Nor I be ſtyl'd the dreadful Heros ! 
Ne'er weak in Numbers, like the German rally; 
Nor with the Grand Allies, at diſtance dally. 


* 


Oh: 


0. 


ill 


(27) 
Oh! I ſhall loſe a thouſand pretty Things, 
Which now, to me, obliging F100 fings. 

'Twill make me hate, this Homicide, my Pen; 


And almoſt yow,—i ne er will write agen. 


How can you, Fi Do, thus a Woman fright / 
Tax me with Murther, —ſcare me with your Sprite. 
Well; I'll forgive, ſince, you're Alive; I find. 
Long may you Live! tho' ſtill to me unkind ! 


Your dying Strains, an £/cg y beſpoke ; 
But Death, and Slaughter, you ſoon turn'd to Joke. 
Of fierce Exploits you treat, like French Ro- 
mances; 
Like them conclude, with ſprightly nuptial Fancies. 


I'm quite tranſported with your /ofty Phraſe ; 


I, Mer1ssa lives in Frpo's Lays. 


(2592) 

Thus Monts of Lore the martial * Ex 
prais' d; 

Eknockt down Heroes, and who Cities ra's'd. 

, Men! and dreadful Heroine ! 

Bright as Hlefto, or Meduſa, ſhine, 


Ne'er may the crooked Rih dear Fipo ver, 
W ho pays ſuch wond'rous Honours to the Sex. 
Wide, as his Fame extends, mine ſhall be ſpread; 


Long as his Name ſhall live, mine will be read! 


; "Ceaſe your Arplanſe !—leſt I too, havghty grow; 
Applanſe had ill effect on you know who. 

— And is what you inform me, really true? 

And can't you think of me, while Fr p's in view? 
FiptL1a's preſent ; —were MELISSA ſo; 


You'd hardly like her worſe, than--now you do. 


Pray 


* OF'flela potent, O terror Virgo tirorum, 
O Elfle da potens, nomine digna Viri, 
5 Holinſh. B. vi. p. 152. 


'- (89 
d Pray think, ere you again my Eyes upbraid 
Who made Mars bellow, but the Blue-ey'd Maid 
Vain-glorious ſhe /—methinks, I hear you cry, 
The Gopptss is my FRIEND, my beſt ALLY. 
— Be not too haſty - L'Il not yield her ſo — | 
To &'er a baughty, or inſulting Foe ; 
Th' imperial Eagle ſhall his Plumes extend, £ 
And the ParttaviuM from your Force defend : 
But if he fails; —a Stratagem I'll try, 
Her fay'rite Bird ſhall whoot ye—'till you fly. 


f The French and Germans, courtly and diſcreet, 
Can with much Gallantry, each other greet. 
And I, a gen'rous Foe, will promiſe thic, 
| I'll ſcorn to take th' Advantage of my hir; 
But keep my V1zor on, and Diſtance too; 
—-Left my vindictive Eyes, ſhou'd pierce you 
through. | | 


127 


To 


( 254 ) 


To V 00d, or Cave, I ne'er a Simpling went, 
But when the Allies, call'd for their Complement ; 
Nor, ſhall Tlike to walk, where Simples grow; 

Unlefs, you call for Hellebore, or ſo. 
Let Fr py take the Laurel Wreath and Fido; 
Know ; I'm reſoly'd, I ne'er will burn like Dido. 


What is the Grand Alliance broke —1 pray, 
That ſimply you ſuſtain the dreadſul Fray 2 
The Donna, and Sardinian, ſoon withdrew ; 
The Gaul with Numbers, ſtill confronts my View, 
His fierce Battalions marſhals once again; 
And with his Sable Troops o'crſpreads the Plain, 
Undaunted Monſieur capers o'er the Field; 
Nor will the Hero to the Heroine yield. 


So the renowned Don, la Mancha's Knight, 
Without or Fear, or Wit, would braye the Fight. 


But 


1t 


| ( 175 ) 


But yet—left dreadful Heroin ſhou'd heat ye 
You ſend in Mag. O ftrange, pacifick Treaty ! 


Of this your Treaty, Ine'er beard till now; 

Where, was it held? by whoin, and when, and hoty 2 
Preliminaries firſt, ſhou'd be a greed, 

And Place, and Time; ere we to treat proceed: 
Then, let your Plenipo, aud mine appear; 

And, in due Form, what you propoſe,— III hear. 


The Reaſon's plain, why SYLVIUS you aſperſe, 


He charm'd your Miſtreſs with enchanting Vere. 
And leſt he ſhou'd a pow'rful Rival be, 

With wily Arts you'd ſheer him off, to me. 

Of your Propoſal, I can not allow; 

For know, —I'm promis'd, and won't break my r 0W. 
Tho” to the Toke, I'Il not, as yet, ſubinit, 

Nor yield to marry, till J have more Wit. 1 
But ſince for 'Hymen's Chains, you re almoſt giddy 1 9 
Pray give me leave, to wait on xo, and FioDy. 1 
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SyLv1vs and I, will Partners be, for once; 


Call toGrowdero, for Ibe Lad's a Dunce. 


Lead up that . Country-dance—to grace your Wed- 
ding, $6.7 


And wait to throw the Stocking, at your bedding. 


Ring 15 F100! o'er your Perecranium : 
—Let the great Laureat . th' baue. 


earn arsgar ng arenen. 


Mz1.1s8a T0 Sri vA NUS URBAN. 


4 


FF Sir, the Balance you pretend to hold, 5 
Why was grofs Bullion left in Fipo's Gold? 
Had you, his Piece, impartially ſurvey'd, 


And its intrinſick worth, maturely weigh'd ; 


| "2 4 aur Judgment ſure, wou'd ne er have let it paſs, 
EE Till, from the Ce, you had thrown out the 5x8, 


Our „ yet, no law have made, 
| Tha Women ſhou'd, in diff rent Coin, be 2 


But 


(255) 
But our licentious Wits, new Mints exp ore, 
Impreſs ſoul Images on pureſt ore; 

On candid Words, ſtamp Meanings ob” 
| Becauſe they know, we can't repay in Kind. 


Who vend * Ws are purniſh'd for th' Of- 
Then why ſhou'd Uzzan with falſe Mit Aſpenſe! 25 
If with Applauſe, you wou'd yourſelf acquit, 

Let not baſe meanings paſs like Herling Ma. 


To My ELI Ty in f tothe foregoing. 


From the ſame e 


W HY, when Antagoniſts the Fair offend, 


For their baſe Meaning will ſhe chide her 


Friend ? | 
Who ne'er preſum'd the Balance to ſuſtain, 
As her ſatiric Complement would feign. 
F 


A 4 
1 


5 * ) 


When from the Preſs your "REO you peruſe 

You blame, if but a trivial Stop you loſe. | 
Think how the Wrong wou wou'd kindle Fido's Rage, 

Shou'd we expunge whole CGouplets from his Page. 


If you with Juſtice urge our Laws conſign 
To penal Smart for vending ſpurious Coin, 
| He'd urge, no doubt, the Crime a Statute further, 
And, breathing Wrath, indi& us for his Murther. | 


Forgive, Meliſa—Controverſial Wit 
Our equal Page unalter d ſhou'd tranſmit. 1 2 
Each bold Oppoſer you can foil with Eaſe, 

As ſure to conquer, as you're skill'd to pleaſe, 8. U. 


F1v0's 


( 259.) 


Fipo's la/# Epi/ele to MELISs A. 


From the Magazine for September 1735. 


ELL !—'tis confeſs d; I play'd the Lover, 
But Jeſts apart I vow tis true— 


To give my Plot a ſpecious Cover: 


I neither burn for Fid, nor you. 
The eaſy Vein in which ſhe writes, 
And your more earn d, judicious Flights, 


May charm yourſelves, and pleaſe your Friends, 
But Wives ſhou'd anſwer other Ends, 


Ill wou'd the yain romantick Heart 
Supply the Hus wife's better Part. | 
— With Medals let the Curious ſhine, 
Grant me, ye Gods ! Life's current Coin. 


5 LI: What ! | 


(2600 


4 What! take a Woman to a Wife, 
' Who leads a wild, poetiek Life 
E ire me the unaffected Fair, 
Who makes a Family her Care; ; 
With Wiſdom ſuited to her Station, 


5 


| To charm her Spouſe—and not the Nation: Y\ 
With Prudence bleft—and, tho no &ribe, | 
She's worth the whole poetick Tribe. 

2 3 


* — - 
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Amongſt yourſelves diſpute the Laurel, 2 
| I here renounce, the Cauſe, and Quarrel. 


| n Frido. 


n en | N FpEIIIA 


(3261) 


% 
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FipBLIAa fo Mr URBAN. 
From the ſame Magaxine. 
IR, ſeveral Petitioners beg you'd procure 
8 Of the Britiſb Meliſſu a true Pourtraiture, 
For a ſight of her Face (ſhe has talk d fo about it) 
They'd rather give Money than languiſh without it. 
They hope the Expence will not prove very great; 
However they'll freely ſubſcribe for the Plate; 
But yet for their Sakes who've their Hearts in their 
keeping, 
'Tis requeſted the Nymph may be drawn when wg. 
ſleeping. 
For they ſay, ſhould her Eyes be unveil'd in the 
Picce, 2 | 2 
She might do as much Miſchief as Helen of Greece. 
Now 'tis not for myſelf that L make this Requeſt; 
'T think Beauty a Trifle, a Toy at the beſt) 
| | But 


0 262) 

But ſor the Petitioners, each my good Friend, 

They knowing my Int'reſt with you, make me Gag. 
So if for to get it you'll uſe your Endeayour, 
Fidelia Il acknowledge the Fayour for ever. 


D. & 
Sir, pray let the Artiſt you pitch on to do it, 
Be warn'd of his Danger ('tis fit he ſhou'd know it) 
And queſtion him whether his Valour's ſo good, 
To venture to ſee her in warm Fleſh and Blood. 
For tho' none upon Earth would oblige their Friends 

further, | 

I wauld not be guilty of any Man's murther. 


FiDeita. 
SHAH HAHAHA AHIAIIISSSHH 
MxLISsA 70 SYLVANUS URBAN. 
From the Magazine for OZober 1735. | 
. what Fido writes, I ſincerely Subſcribe, 
« A Houſe-wife's worth more, than the whole 
rhiming Tribe.” 
It 


If 
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If Fidelia, or I, in our Station excell; 
Becomes not Ourſelves, but our Neighbours, to tell, 


\ Your monthly Collections, I view with much Plea- 
ſure; x 

Except your profound Enigmatical Treaſure; 

Your Riddles (excuſe me !) I ner read, nor care for; 

Tho' now I won't give you a why nor a wherefore. 

Becauſe, I wou'd haſten to tell you my mind; 

How great my Concern is, that Fido's unkind : 

I mean to Fidelia: The cruel Decciver ! 

In the Height of her Doating ;—thus baſely to leave 
her! 


How much ſhe and I, were deceived in our Man! 


Sir, 
Who cou'd haye thought Fide, would. prove a 
* Drawcanſir ! Re” 


* The Name of a Hero in the Reb 


— 
* 9 9323 — 7 
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on both Sides, defend me! he deals dnt his s Blows, - 


And falls to, moſt furious, on Friends, and on Foes. 
Indeed for myſelf, I expected no Quarter; 


But neer thonght * ſhould thus catch 2 
Tuartar. 


A Soldierof Honour is as ſure as a Gun; 


And ſuch from his Colours would ſcorn for to run; 


5 But he who deſerts, after all his high n 
Thro his ſhining Armour, deſeryes a Rib-roafting, 
| While the praiſes his Cunſtancy,.— tis a fad Caſe / 

He yows, that his Paſſion, was all a Grimace. 


And, we find in your Laſt; (fo piteous her fate l) 
But the Turn of 7wo Leaves, twixt her Love, and 
his Hate. 


When be reads the ſoft nes, which to * ſhe 


* ſent, - 


If his Heart is not. n fate he'll relent ! 


| Her Warrior ſorſake her !— May Honour forbid f 
DO Fido] O Fido return to your Fid ! 


Poſt, 


* „ 


* Gent. Mag. Vol. V. p. 551. 


| 
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PoE, Ovrp, and CHauctr, have told us 
_ ſtrange Things, | 

Of a monft'rous fine Lady, all cover'd with Wings; 

Her Feet on the Earth, and her Head in the H ies, 

With thouſand of Tongues, and of Ears, and of Eyes. 

She - ſounds ſuch a Trumpet, its Notes, they will 
tell ye, 

Excell the ſoft Airs, of ador d FARINELLY. 

For her Fav'rites, a Caſtle ſhe has built in the Air 

Wou'd Fido youchſafe, but to uſher me, here! ; 

The Lady, no doubt, has his Name on her Liſt; 

Since he wields both a Pen, and a Sword, in his Fiſt. 

For he who can comment, and fight, like a Ceſar; 

Tho' /be has ſome Whimſeys ;—muſt certainly pleaſe 
her. 

To her Caſtle, cou'd I have: admittance; O then! 

I'd hang up a Tablet, theſe Lines, and my Pen! 


Mm Behold 
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"Behold the Pen! which Fides Pen engag d, 
When Paper War, he with Meliſſa wag d, 
Pacifick now, to native White reſtor d, 

A glorious Trepiyy, on this votive Board: 

For faithful Service done, the grateful Dame 
Devotes the Pen, which Fido laſh'd to Fame, 


But, now, for Fidelia's Epiſtle profound, — 
(Which ſhe hobbles about, like a Lancaſbire Round: 
That her Vein is moſt eaſy, by Fido's decreed ; 

But Im greatly concern d, now, I find the can't 


read: 
But to thoſe that can, J appeal for this Truth, | 
That I neither pretended to Beauty, or Touth. | 
Who er will my Lines condeſcend to reviſe, | 
Will find I make free withmy own hollow Eyes. 
 *Twas Fido, the Head of your triple Alliance, 
a Firſt ſent the poor Things (and my Per) a defiance; I 


The 


(26) 

The innocent 'Peepers, he attack d with much ſpight, 

Abandow'd\Fidelia, wou d veil them from Ligbt. 

Yet longs for to ſee of my Face every Feature ; 

Good Urban! convey my kind Thanks to the Crea- 
un thn nbc v.44 f 

Ihope ſhe Il be ſatisfy d, when ſhe is told, 

Meliſſa declares herſelf— agly and old. 

And ſurely the Publick, will grant this Confeſſion, 

From a Woman's own Hand, is an ample Conceſlion! 

But if Ea perſiſts, —T'll here lay before ye, 

For her Conſid' ration, a very ſhort Story. 


A Monarch more famous for Mit, than for Grace, ä 
Once pluck't off a Mask, from a Ladys foul Face; 
But finding her vext, that her Face had been ſhewn, 


He appeas'd her, by ſhewing a worſe of his own. 


My Meaning, as plain as a Pikeſtaf}, Ell make, 
For I find dear Fidelia is apt to miſtake. 


M m 2 


(268 
Tis rude to expoſe my poor Phiz to diſgrace, 
Unleſs, like the Monarch, ſhe Il ſhew a worſe Face. 


As Fido to Hlvius; — ſo now, I declare, 
If Fidy replies not; — here ends all the Var. | 
Her Champion is gone; and with her, I've done; 
Who ſtood out a Blunuerbuſs, ſcorns a Pot gun. 


MEIIss4. 
rtr: 
PACIFICK STANZ As, 
Addreſs d to FIDELIA and MEL 1884. 


From the ſame Magazine. 


IDY! neer heed a Slip in Play, 
Tho' one poor Knave is trump'd away, 


Fate ha'nt the Game decided ; 


Yet Honours are divided. 


In 
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In Skill You like Me115sA ſhine, 


Both prais'd by each Spectator; 


Like gen'rous Gameſters Broils decline, 
Draw Stakes, and ſhow good Nature. 


PrroR, with BoiLeav Strife to ſhun, 
His humorous Vein expended. 

As from a Pique their War begun, 
So, in a Jeſt “ it ended. 


Like theirs, if your Contentions ceaſe, 


How friendly Bards will greet ye ! 
Accept my offer'd Plan of Peace, 
Strike Hands, and ſign a 'Treaty. 


Lucrus. 


Anſtwer 


* Sce Epilile to Boileay, in Prier*s Poems, 
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Wear d d THESE IL LR 


Anſwer to the Stamza's ſign'd Luc ius. 


From the Magazine for November 1735. 


| \ 8 Lucius now wori'd recommend, "4 
Of Hononrs, the Divifionz; 


So URBAN once, to both a Friend, 


Propog'd the Bays' Partition. © 


Agreed z agree d M1788 crydd, | | 
And to conclude the Quarrel, | A 
She ne er pretended to divide, 


But gave up all the Laurel. R 


But Ftv, like mighty Julius burn'd, 
Impatient of an Equal; 

Demands imperiouſly retum d. 
ah — Then let her take the Sequel. 
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Pleas'd, ſhe beheld a Sharper play 
Her Game, with much 1!l-manners : 

To the ſmart Knave, tho trump'd away, 
. She owes, divided Honours, 


The Plan accepted. No III-will 
T bear to FID, or FI po; 

Tho' both on me have try'd their Skill, 
Let her ſtrike Hands.—as TI do. 


McEL15sA. 


Fiveiia's FAREWELL. 


' From the ſame Magazine. 
A” AS, SYLvanvs ! J have been 
Almoſt deyour'd with Grief and Spleen, 
I may complain to you, a Friend, 


My Sorrows, ſure, will neyer End, 
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. 
Not SyLv1vs, nor the Volunteer, 

$3 Nor all the Complements I hear, 

To esſe my Grief can ought avait, 

| 

| 


Hard Caſe ! when ſuch Encomiums fail. 
But Frpo's gone! too well you know. it; 
| T've loſt a Lover, you a Poet. 
| 'Tho' yours is no ſuch diſmal Caſe, 
You've Twenty to ſupply his Place. 
| But poor FipeLtA has not One, 
- She's quite forlorn, now Fipo's gone. 
A I little Thought he was in Jeſt, 
80 quite diſcarded all the reſt. 
I hop'd his Word was to be n z 
Ah! why no Law for Maids forſaken ? 
Alas! alas / when I reflect 5 
With what a conſtant true Reſpect, 4 
He wrote of me three Months together, 


My Patience runs I know not whither. 


Three Months ! nay more he ſent in May; 
Then, what ſweet Words did Fr DO fay ! 


( 273 ) | OM \ 


He publiſh'd it al England over, = * | 
That he was Fipr's Friend and Lover. | | 


That ſuch a Lover ! ſuch a Friend ! | 1 
Shou'd in a Witch's Banquet end !— $a 
Well—T've a thouſind Things invent 
To make me ſtay at Home contented | 
Yet find, it is not to be done, | 
I muſt croſs Seas, and turn a Nun : 
To Winxey's Convent PH repair, 
And ſpend my Life in ſomething rare. 
Firſt then, a Flag I mean to weave, | 
Which at my Death to him I'll leave, 
(If all the World that Man can ſhew,) 


Who never was to loye untrue. 


Next I deſign ſome pretty Thing, 

To add to th Arms of England's King, 
When there ſhall ſuch a Prince be found, 
As can pleaſe all the Nation round. 

But 1 forget —I've much to do, 


And muſt embark e'cr this reach you: 
Nn 


n 
So pr'y—thee ſay— that Fr p ſends 
A long Adieu to all her Friends. 


1 


FI DEIII. 
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Pas roRA 10 Captain F IDo on his laſt E. 
piſtle. p. 159. 


From the lame Magazine. 


W LL Fipo then FIpELIIA's Cauſe reſign! 
VF Y (Avert, ye Muſes, that unfair Deſign!) 
The ſacred Stile of Fido ceaſe to claim 


Obſerve the Duty, or renounce the Name. 


But not content to wrong that injur'd Fair, 
*Gainſt the whole Sex, you open War declare, 
And ſubtly urge, that we have no pretence 
Jo raiſe our Faculties, and aim at Senſe; 
Gravely affirm, that all we ought to do, 

Is to inipect a Family — — and ſew. 
5 | Content 
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Content in Tgnorance to drag our Chain, 


And blindly ſerve our haughty Tyrant Man, 
. Who, vainly ſwell'd with his imperious Rule, 
| Thinks Nature deſtin'd Woman a —tame Fool; 
A meer Machine, devoid of Reaſon's Guide, # 
And like the Brutes defign'd to ſooth his Pride. 


Your juſt Preheminence ve all allow, 
But boaſt aſpiring Souls, as well as you; 
Indu'd with Reaſon, active Pow'rs, and Will, 
And can like you diſtinguiſh Good from Ill. 


To us the tuneful Nine, with ready Care, 


Whene'er invok'd, propitiouſly repair, 


With gentleſt Sentiments our Minds ſupply , 


At their Approach all meaner Paſſions fly. 

Their chaſte Delights are no Abuſe of Time; 

Tho” you allege them as a monſtrous Crime. 

For why has Heav'n theſe various Gifts aſſign d, 
A ſprightly Genius, or ſagacious Mind, k 


Naa If 
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If (as by your reſtrictiye Pen we re taught) 
The Application of them is a Fault? 
Would you your juſt Authority maintain, 


And oer our Minds a laſting Empire gain? 


Good Sgnſc, alone, can teach us to obey, 
And yield unforc'd Submiſſion to your Sway. 


Good Senſe - muſt all our rebel Thoughts controul, 


And root the Sceds of Duty in our Soul. 

But if by barb'rons Laws we are confin'd, 

Nor dare reform or cultivate our Mind, 

Our upſtart Paſſions will aſſert their Force, 

For nought but Rea ſon's Check can ſtop their 
Courſe. 


For if by Nature theſe ſhould be ſappreſt 


We're mere domeſtick Drudges at the beſt: 
And fay—wou'd generous Fipo deign to rule 


A haughty Termagant, or ſtupid Fool? 


Good Senſe, alone, muſt rectiſy our Lives, | 
Make happy Husbands and bedient Wives. 


PASTORA- 


A, 


in 


Defend me! - what have I been doing J 
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Captain FID O's Exclamation. 


H= help - the Devil and alls bes- 
ing! 8 
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« All the nine Muſes on my Back! 

Why ſure the Romps won't make th' Attack 2 

Yet hold I'd rather have it faid 

They're on my Ba. than in my Head: 

And they, I gueſs, if throughly known, 

Had rather be- upon their own. 

For Muſic is the Voice of Love. 

Hence the cool Stream, and ſvady Grove : 

And hence the Latent Seidl Fire, 

That warms the Heart, and ſtrings the Lyre. 

Death to my Sight !—I ſee em coming 

PasTORA * founds the Charge—with Drumming 
I yield! 


See thc >receedii |. 


(259). 
I yield ! I yield! to Over-matches, 
And dread no Wounds like Female—Scratches 


| FI po. 


Mrs MANAGE, 15 Captain FI D 0. 


From the ſime Magazine. - 

Hhat'! take a Woman to a Wife 

Who leads a id, poetick Life 
* DO you re right i- ne er mind the Flirts, 
But bid em mend their Husbands Shirts, 
Look to their Family Affaire, 
And teach their Children Pſalms and Prayrs, 
Inſtead of Song and Roundelays, 
And idle Trumpery from Plays. 


Flam me no Flams—of GatERSON, BARBEA, 
And others, who ſuch Fancies harbour: 


(279) 
I'm ſure my Husband is no Fool, 
And 'tis with him a ſtanding; Rule, 
« An Ounce of Prudence in a Wife 


« Is worth a Pound of Wit and—Srrife.” - 
For tell me if ye ever knew 
A witty Wile that wa'n't a Shrew !— 
At leaſt, I'm ſure, but very few. 

| ; 

Who's this, they cry that rails at Rhime, 
And yet herſelf commits the Calne 2 
—Yeldiots ! have ye never ſeen, 
A Mimick give a Fop the Spleen 
Play his own Monkey Tricks before him, 
That to his Sexſe he might reſtore him? 


Beſides — what's Rhime to Poetry! 
Does that in jingling C rambo lye ? 
At this rate Sernhold's godly Metre 
Is ſweet as Gibber's Odes and ſweeter. 


And 


( 180 ) 

And many modern Sons of Fame, 
Whom tis not fit FIR me to name, 

Might paſs for Poet tho tis plain, 

; They never dard to be fo vain : | 

l f Nor had the wicked Thoughts RIG, 

N To foar above the , Art. | 


Now if you like good Captain Fido, 
A Wife that thinks and writes as I do; 
I have a Daughter, Young and Fair, 
Will fit your Parpoſe to a Hair. 


Prxupences MANACE. 


On the Unknawn MEL1884. 


From the ſame Magazine, 
H' Unknown Meliſſa may be Gay, 
And Blooming as the Month of May ; 


Freſh 


E. 


* 


( 28x ) 
Freſh as Aurora's Faſtern Rays, 
And wake a World'to ing her Praiſe AT 
But Weſtern Rays appear decay'd, 
And Bloſſoms fall and Colours fade. 
A Hint, Meliſſa! if a Maid. 
or like Apoll#'s Zenith Hour: 
Or like a full blown Roſe, her Pow'r, 
Paſt Bud and balmy Honey Dew, 
Unfolds, and ſets her Seed in view, 
Moſt ſweetly deck'd in golden Hue, 

Or like Autumnal, plenteous Horn, 
With ripen'd Fruits, and Sheaves of Corn; 
Indulgent to the Worlds ſhe yields, 

The produce of her cultur'd Fields 


Or if the frigid Scaſon's nigh, 
Life's Winter, cold, benumb'd, and dry; 


I yalue 
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I value not the outward Form, 
The beauteous Soul is young and warm. 


Then let Meliſſa's Age be Morn, 
OrN oon, or Eve, or N ight ſorlorn 

Or let her outward Form be grac'd, 

With ev'ry Beauty juſtly plac'd; 

Or deck d withey'ry lying Sign, | 

That all within is not Divine. 

Her Numbers, Humour, Force, and Fire, 
My Soul enraptur'd, muſt admire. | 


0 


( 283 ) 
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Firo zo Mrs PRUDENCE MaNaGe, 


From the Magazine for December 1735. 


M DAM, 
wer I dien d to flattet, 


I own you've giv'n me ample Matter. 
Flatter my ſelf I mean not you, 

For Praiſe and Incenſe are your due. 

Had I but half as much Pretence, — 

Ev'n * ASTRO HII that Foe to Senſe! 
Shou'd in a faithful Mirror ſee 

The Fool to whom he bows the Knee. 


Forgive me, Madam, this Digreſſion, 
And liſten to a Rake's Confeſſion. 
To ſpeak the Trath, in modern Phraſe, 


I've ſeen the World—and all its Ways. 
Oo2 Convers'd 


* Fipo appears to have envy'd AsTROPH1IL and SYLVv1vs o Account 
of their Poems being adjudg'd to Pi izes, Sex Mag. for December 1734, P. 746. 


6284) 
Convers'd with Mald acl Fomale Wits; 
With Lords —Knights — Country Squires —and Cits, 
Swept Sta tes with Dutcheſſes, and—Punks, - 
And bonour'd many a jealous Hunks. 
With CIETIIA I have paſt ſome Time, 
For Sonnet famous, and Sublime: 
And found the gond Poetic Lady, 
Tho' ſomewhat Sueamiſb always read. 


Coguets Ive known but Prudes l by Scores, 

As dere 28 London Common Shores. 
Nay, ſo Impartial was my Love, 
Lais and I were Hand and Glove : 

And once — heroically Tipſy 
I wiſely tilted for the G0). 

Religion was a ſtanding Jeſt, 
W hich ſery'd to, give the Bou a Zeſt. 

Gr om- porte r—Op'ra— Maſquerade, . 
Love's open Walks, or ſecret Shade J 


Taver n 
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Tavern Aſſembly Park — or Play, a 
Crown'd ev'ry Night and ev'ry Day: 
In ſhort—F've made a ſtudious Range 
Quite from & James's to thi Exchange. 
To all which Enuwle/ge, gain'd at Home 


I gain'd—as mic h in France and Ri me! 


This is the N orii that I have ſcen; 
Which gives Philoſophers the Spleen: 
Which gives your Men of Senſe Diſtaſte, 
And will deceive us all at laſt. 


Toung Rakes reform d good Mrs Mannage—= 
Are like an Heir—who, paſt his Non-aze,— 
Comes early, to paternal Wealth, 

In the ſtrong Flow of active Health; 
Ere ebbing Life his Schemes deſtroy, 
And leaves but Minutes to enjoy. 
Ev'n ſuch was my propitious Fate ! 


Reflection didn't come too late: 


(286) 
| Reaſon aſſum' d her Pow'r in Time, 
And made a Convert, in his Prime. 


e I never had I thank my Stars! 

A dang rous Wound in Venus Wars: 
Nor did the Flask's repeated Fire 

Make ALA from her Poſt retire ; 

Firm and ſecure the Mud-walls ſtand, 
Well lin'd within, well arm'd and marit'd : 
I'm ſound as any Man alive, 


And barely turn'd of—thirty five. 


For twice ſeven Tears |'ve ſery'd the Crown, 
But if I marry—T'll lay down 
— Nor ſell (you'll fay) - there's no fuch Thing” 
Then I' excahnge—God fave the King ! 
- . Retreat from all the Din of War, 
And Peace and Love ſhall be my Care. 


(287) 


Some Acres of my own I boaſt— 
Nor have I by the Service loſt : 
Which—and ſome Fortune with a Wife— 
Will keep the Rank of middle Life. 


This brings me, Madam, to the Point, 
In which our Int'reſt is conjoint. 
Yet ſome few Things we ſhou'd: diſpatch ;— 


Preliminaries to the Match. 


Tis fit your Daughter's Mind be known, 
And that her Heart be quite her own. 
No Pre-ingagement of her Love, 
For that wou'd ruin all—by 7ove! 
My own Eſtate is free and clear, 


And T'1l have no Incumbrance there. 


Nor will you treat the Fair with Force, 
And truſt that Love may come of Courſe: 


| ( 288 ) 
For tho' ſhe leaves to poo the Choice, 
*Tis her's to give the caſting Voice; 
She ought to ſee and know her Man, 
And then determine, as ſhe can. 

1 don't prefurne to call in queſtion, 
By raſh Surmiſe, or ill Suggeſtion, 


Your Daughter's Merit — more than yours— _ 


Your Name, and Wiſdom bcth affures : 
Tf ſhe's the Copy of her Mother, 
Te Gods! there's hardly ſuch another. 


In Order, then, to clear the Way, 
And hear what both Sides have to ſay; 
P11 wait with leave of you—and You[e, 


Upon Miſs Maxace—at your Houſe. 


_ Frpo. 


PARSOR 


— 


7 . 
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MELISs A, in the Character of PARSON 
LovEMORE, to Miſs MANaGe. 


From the Magazine for January 1736. W 


M dear PRUDENTIA! 
| I'm ſurpriz'd, 


That your Mamma acts unadvis'd, 

And meanly offers ſuch a Daughter 

To Fr, that Man of Blood and Slaughter ! 
Thus Indians (that he may be civil,) 

Will make Peace-offerings to the Devil. 


Awhile, I hop'd the martial Scribe, 
Who hates the Female rhiming Tribe, 
Would ne'er thy Mother like, nor thee ; 
Since both can rhime as well as be. 
Vain Hope, alas! Of ſuch a Rake, 
Who can a certain Judgment make ? 
| P p His 


(250) 

His Mind is lighter, than his Feather, 
And more unfix'd than JVind, or Weather. 
——He now, I find, begins to treat; 
And on Miſs MANAGE, ſays he'll wait. 


By this, the promis d Viſits made, 

And thou haſt ſcen the killing Si „ 

With military Airs alert; | 

Grant Heay'n ! thou haſt preſery'd thy Heart ! 
If he beheld thee with my Eyes, 

His treach'rous Heart a Victim lies; 

A Sacrifice for all the Wrong, 

H' has done thy Sex, with Pen, and Tongue. 


Tho' Wonders he can fpeak, and do; 
Sure, PruUDY, he can't part us two ! 
Gueſs how thy Lovemore is dittreſt, 
when jealous Fury ſtings his Breaft, 
Tho' I've Diſcourſes ready pen'd, 
In vain the Roſtrum T aſcend; L | 
02+. - 


(629 ) 
For thee, my Mind is fo perplext, 
I loſe my Notes, and miſs my Text. 


Not that I think thou'rt unſincere ; 
But tis thy Mother's Whims, I fear, 
Who, as ſhe now forgets her Name, 
May grow regardleſs of her Fame. 

She ſeems as fond of this ſame Fro, 
As of the Trojan ChrEF was Divo. 
Should J in Silence then decline 

The Anguiſh of thy Heart, and mine ? 
——Or muſt I tell aloud to Fame 

Our mutual Vows, my prior Claim ? 
True to thy Prieſt wil't thou abide, 
Or be the faithleſs Captain's Bride? 
Who tho' he may thy Love importune, 
Let his main Buſineſs is thy Fortune. 


Canſt thou his Courtſhip e'er receive, 
Who proffers Loye but to deceiye ? 
P p 2 


i 
1 
| 
| 
' 


(292) 


Who venom'd Darts, at Ladies fiyes; - 
4 And ſtorms the * Brothers of the Skies? 


geos thus Olympus ical'd, 
And heay'nly Deities aſſaiłd. 
CLEL1a and Ft, a Match ſhould make, 
A Grack would beſt befit a Rake: 
Their Principles would well agree, 
He n his Poſt her Virtue /be: 


And ſince he found her always ready, 


He cenſures each Poetick Lady. 


With as much Juſtice, I might ſay, 
All Officers will run away, 


Who the poetick Vein have found, 


Cauſe Fi Do could not ſtand his Ground. 


* 


My Charmer, leave this Man of Lace, 
15 And haſten to my fond Embrace 
Be not ſeduc'd by his Broekade, 
* Embroid'ry, Ruffles, and Cockade; 


| «7, $90r 
©®. 4 rophil and %/vius, who won the Aſtronomy Prize, by their Poems. 


( 293 ) 
For ſure my Garb more decent ſhows, 
My Gown, my Band, and hallow'd Roſe ! 


Thy Father will our Match approve, 
Unknown to his meek Turtle-dove; 
Will join with us in the Deceit, _ 
Thy Mother's Project to defeat. 
He knows full well what tis we drive at, 
Tho for Peace ſake, he keeps it private. 
To Wiles he often has Recourſe, 
Since the grey Mare's the better Horſe: 
H' has lately been my Houſe to view; 


And faid——'twill ſuit my Daughter Prue; 
The more he ſees thy Mother rapt in, 
The more he hates, the bluſt'ring Capt in. 


Revenge thy Sex upon this Hector | 
At W——n meet thy faithſul Rector. 945 
And when the Gordian Knot is ty d, 4 


To 8 conyey my Bride. 


(294) 
Then haſte, my Fair, and come away 
My Tythe is better than his Pay ; 
My Houſe is furniſh'd neat, and clean, 
Fit for the Wife of any Dean. 


And I ye ſome Acres too, in Store 
For you, and yours, by 
N. LoveMore. 


ü eee AST ed 


Fr po's Anſwer to the foregoing Epiſtle 
to Miſs MANAGE, %u N. Lovs- 
MORE. 5 


From the Magaxine for February 1736. 


N UR common Sharpers of the Town 
Try forty Tricks to get a Crown; 


®P ut on the Porter, or the Peer, 


Drink Hermitage, or Beer and Beer "IR 
Socommon Scriblers full of Arts, 


In yarious Shapes difplay their Parts ; | 
2 8 | Write 


(295) 
Write Epigrams, or Panegyrics, 
Heroic Strains, or dancing Lyrics . 
And ftill—the better to beguile, 
Change N ames, as often as the Stile. 


Thus the Two BAR DS profoundly wiſe, 
Who greatly dar'd the nether Skies, 
Stript,of their dear poetick Fame, 

Laught at, and rally'd into Shame ; 
Their little Talents much too weak, 
Now humbly play at Hide and Seek. 


Who reads bright PaxsoN LovgMors Oer 
Finds a new Name but nothing more. 
Some wou'd ſuggeſt, that chaſte FrveL1a, 
Incens'd at ſuch a Wretch as CIE LIA, 
And not well pleas'd with Fipo's Carriage, 
Contriy'd this Plot to ſpoil his Marriage— 
Set up the Rev rend Dotard's Claim, 
And wrote th Epiſtle in his Name. 


—FipELIIA 


A 


(296) 
—FIDELIA write it 2— Malice!—no-- 
She cou du t write, or act fo low. 


I grant indeed, that jealous Maids | 
Are apt to ſwell with=--teeming Heads: 
Yet ſtill their Schemes have ſome Pretence 
To Stratagem at leaſt, and Senſe, 
But what a Stratagem was this! 
(And how unlike to frighten Miſs 1 
| -—Pright her! with what? A Max of Grow! 


As filly Birds are kept in awe. 
| She yows ſhe does not know the Man, 
I ̃0 ben let thoſe point him out that can 
g | | =--Proclaim his true Deſcent---and whence 


| His eaſy un-aſpiring Senſe, | 
+ Where Syr, or As T Ry, ſtands confeſt, 
As much a Poet, a8 a TRE + . 
So PxoEUs-grov ling harmleſs Ape, | t 


Was known, and ſcorn'd in ey'ry Shape. 


„„ „ „ EF) 
Think ye I've nothing elſe to do 

But write down Leſſons for you Two ? 

Atfirſt, indeed, in Condeſcenſion, 

I gave ye wholſome Reprehenſion; 

But ſuch incorrigible Heads? 

Like wild, unmanag'd reſty Stecds, 

Defy the Bridle or the Spur, 

To hold em in, or make em fiir, 


2 give yeup! and will apply 
To the Truſtees of Mr Gvy ; * 
His Hoſpital's the laſt Reſort 
For Men of your unhappy ſort ! 

There, there I'Il ſee you fixt for Life, 
While I, edvent'rous, take a Wife; 
And, if Miss Manace proves 2 Shrew, 
Untam'd by ALL that I can do 

As my /aft Curſe.—T'Il follow you ! 


| Qq Parſon 
® Founder of the Hoſpital for INeURABLES, , 


Fl po- 


1 — —  — — — 
— — — 


—ͤ — — 
———— — — * 


| , $4224 ** | A 9 : ' 
Parſon LovEMORE to ; Captain ride 


From te Peri for Merch 1736. 


2 —— 


7 18 Set pronounce it, Sit, 
| T To inſult us, with the DT 
The Statute is repeal'd, you know,.. | 
T herefore, your Magic Still you ſhew z 
And conjure up to make a Farce on, 
Two Laymen from one ſober Parſon, 
And think, you, with Impun it, 
May play the Dev'l with them and me! 0 
—=—But hold; you quite miſtake the Cauſe; 
For in the Votes, we find a Clauſe, 
That's ſtill in force gainſt ſuch Offenders, 
Who are no more than meer Pretenders. 
Look to your Hits, ſagacious Captain, | 
Leſt-this ſame Clauſe you ſhou'd be trap't in. 


Your 


(62990) 


Your Fancy's no judicious Scout; 
But leads your Forces wildly r 
Truft not again the eee 0 un 
Shy drop you in, e, 00% bn 


91 - * 4 36 - 
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Well,—T'l conyince you, if I « 5 4; be 1 
That you ve, for once, miſtook your- a U bh: 
No May of Straw, L ann affare- ye, 1 12 15 
Tho I can't boaſt your Force, and 10. el b 7 
Your pretty Flaſbes Lade; Mod ad won FHN 
But keep due Diſtance from pout-Fie, 2 2157 torn 1 
And ſo prevent the impious Feſt; 07 
Th' attempt. of Blowing up a Prieſt. 
While I'm deyoutly on my Haſſock, 4, 
No doubt, you cure my Gh and liaſbet > d $08 
| Becauſe they pleaſe Vhuventra's Bye, j al 
Much better than your paring Die: n al 8 
Play Hide: and det; you ſay=thar's true; 1 
. *Tis much the ſafeſt Game with Hou. e * 


* 


r Qq 2 E loweler, 


(3000 
Howe er, theſe Truths atteſt T will ; 


I neither As TRX am, nor SYL. 
Nor the much injur'd bright FipETIIA ; | 
wel kiſs the Book that Im not CI ELI IA. 


And your dread Wrath, to keep a curb on, 
I here declare, Tm not 81. UsBAN. 


Now what I am Tul next diſcover; 
Sir, Im PRubENTIA's fayour'd Lover; 


5 Had ſome Acquaintance once with Fro, ; 
| And knew him ſmitten by a Wi pOw. 

III matters not or where, or when ; 
| | II had not taken Orders then— | : 
| N But herded with the Gay, and Vain; 
Nor had he made but one Campaign, 

i Some Paſtors you may fee in Town, f 

[| In Publick walk without their Gown; 

I I 00 laick Dreſs ſo much they keep, 

| You'll ſcarcely know em from their Sheep. 

"= 8 [ 


Without 


(301) 
Without my proper Habit on, 
Tm ſeen by ne era Mother's Son, 


True black my Gown, and eke my Coat is, 


I youch, in Verbo Sacerdatis.. 


A Scarf too, I've, at my Command, 
But never riſe, with Plate in Hand. 


When the pil'd Stweet-meats, crown the Board, 


I have my ſhare—-I thank my Lord 

And when the chearful Meal i is o'er, 

I drink the Grace-cup—ſeldom more, 
Not Beer and Beer, but Wine and Water. 
-I ne'er diſgrace my Alna Mater. | 
My grateful Flock confeſs my Care, 
| And own they well inſtructed are 
They re Orthodox, both one and all, 

And never ſtray to Salters- Hall. 

But where I preach, or where I dwell, 
Tm not inclin'd, as yet, to tell. 


True 


der 


True —— Wart ff yo 052) ni! 
As any he that wears # Sword, e 1 Nai n! 
PRuDEN TTA, I will OR by Tax ih 71 
Nor yield my Love to any Rake.” ' 
But t other Day, thi engaging mY BY Jett! 

Thus 10 ber faithfil LOV CBIORE fad. * 9 
1 The Merck, e eee (i rad 
| Be Shame and Infiniy h Lot! 7 St; 15 MEE 
« Shun'd, nya fry 
FPeriſh hia Memory and Name:: 
Muay not one Friend, bis Beach be 05 * 1 
« Nor grace with Epitaph his Stone?!” N ol | 
* And ſuch, TY a br/ 

© Tf ſhe proves falſe to Loye and you! 0 
« —This Frpo, wet len mad none; 
*The Rakę abus d Finkrrds Lore? 20 
* His Preſence, like the Plague, III ſhun; a1 20 
Tm in no hurry to turn Nun, 


"a. 


— : tc | 
dur | Nor 


ks 4 * 333 


— —— — 


n "L 19) 
« Net to a Convent will getire, 
4 Voleſ my l ſhould turn Fryer. 


* * 
* — 


| Now, Captain, what By you to this? 
Let's, by conſent, appeal to Miſs, 
Let Miſs to URBAN ſend her Vote, 
Or for the Black, or Scarlet Coat. 
What I propoſe, wou'd faye, I think, 
' The fad Effuionof much Ink. | 
The wicked Waſte of Paper too.— 
II Miſs entreat, out more ado--» 
Now to declare the happy Man, Sir; 
: Then, let the unhappy take his Anſwer, 
| | N. LoyeMoORE. 
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